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The strawberry grows underneath the nettle ; 
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best, 
Neighbour'd by fruit of baser quality.— Shakespeare. 
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A WARD OF THE KING. 



PROLOGUE. 

There was the strange stillness in the air 
that heralds a storm ; gnats, which in the ab- 
sence of singing birds, had loudly asserted 
themselves, were hushed, the banner of the 
d'Acignes on the highest point of the Donjon, 
clung closely round its staff ; no horse whin- 
nied in the stables, nor did a dog stir in its 
kennel ; utter silence was within and without 
the castle of Longuedec. 

It seemed, however, certain that so spacious 
a fortress contained many inhabitants ; the far- 
reaching outer curtain wall enclosed a large 
area ; there was a vast outer court in front of 
the moat which circled the principal building, 
the square wall of which was guarded at each 
angle by towers, and a bold round tower 
flanked either side of the entrance within the 
inner moat. This had an arched doorway, 
above which projected the supports of the draw- 
bridge ; within, six steep steps led to the great 
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10 A Ward of the King. 

hall, the chapel, and the chief apartments, 
which surrounded an inner courtyard. A stair- 
case in one of the towers led to the women's 
chambers. Behind this great block of inner 
building, crowned with massive ramparts, with 
machicolated parapet and bastion towers all of 
warm, cream-colored stone, rose up the great 
round Donjon, a tower completely isolated 
froiji the castle, built on a triangle of higher 
ground so as to command an extensive view of 
the country between it and the sea, and which 
could only be entered from a drawbridge on the 
second floor, reaching to a stone pillar half-way 
between the Donjon and the castle, whence 
another drawbridge could be flung to the 
pillar. 

A river, fairly broad, ran beside the castle of 
Longuedec, and formed a natural defense to 
the castle on its western side ; before the 
outer entrance was a large pond ; and beside 
this some women were washing: the river 
was to-day swollen with recent rains, and be- 
tween it and the wood beyond, was a thick 
undergrowth of copsewood. The steep hill- 
side on which the castle stood was crowned by 
a wood of tall trees, which broke the force of 
the north wind on its way from the sea. 

A sound broke into the stillness, hurrying 
feet came down the spiral stone staircase of 
the eastern tower, and suddenly a girl peered 
forth from the arched doorway and then ran 
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Prologue. II 

at full speed across the drawbridge and the 
vast court, to the postern beside the outer 
gate. Out in the sunshine, one saw that she 
was a mere child, tall for her age, and with 
long arms and legs. One slender hand held 
her coif close to her head as she ran, but for 
all that her long auburn hair escaped and 
flowed over her shoulders. 

She unbolted the postern garte, and looked 
quickly back to see if she were followed. No, 
the courtyard was absolutely still ; Jeanne 
d'Acigne drew a deep breath, and softly closed 
the gate behind her. 

She pushed her hair off her shoulders, and 
replaced her coif ; mischief was dancing in 
her bright gray eyes as she looked round her. 
Then she laughed gaily, and blew a kiss 
towards the postern. 

" That is for the most sage Gillonne ; eh, 
then. Holy Virgin ! Gillonne says I may 
not go outside the castle gates till my Lady 
Countess comes home ; well, well, we will 
see ; you are old, friend Gillonne, your bipod 
has chilled ; the stifling air does not make you 
too hot and vexed to keep still ; Blessed 
Saints ! the folly of it. ' Mademoiselle Jeanne 
should sit still and embroider, she heats her 
blood by her restlessness.' Gillonne is good, 
but she is also a fool ; I believe good people 
mostly are fools, unless they are like my best 
of mothers. Ah, but the good God has only 
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made one of her pattern, she, forsooth, has no 
earthly likeness." 

A quick flush followed the reflection that this 
perfect mother was apt to insist on obedience, 
and that a week ago when she had accompanied 
her husband, the Count, to the court at Blois, 
Madame d'Acigne' had told Jeanne at her 
departure, that she wished her to follow the 
guidance of her head tire- woman, the experi- 
enced Gillonne. Jeanne, moreover, guessed 
that her mother had deprived herself of 
Gillonne's services while at court, so that her 
young daughter might be the better cared for 
in her absence. 

Jeanne pushed her luxuriant hair away, and 
shook her shoulders as she turned from this 
unwelcome memory. 

** I shall be happy again, when mother re- 
turns — may the Saints guard her journey !— 
but I shall amuse myself to-day ; I have been 
bid stay in-doors twice in this week, Gillonne 
thinks I am a feather to be put out of curl by 
the rain ; well, she will see. To-day, for a 
wonder, the inner drawbridge is down, and 
unguarded ; I am going to the hill-top beyond 
the castle wall : Holland says that Coetfrec 
can be seen from the hill-top since he cut 
down the wood of chaffinches, poor little birds 
how they must miss the trees. Troublesome 
Holland ! " she frowned till her delicate eye- 
brows almost met, " Tis his fault, his fault for 
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quitting Longuedec, that time is such a laggard, 
the days were too short when he was here, 
something was always doing/' 

She stood still when she had passed the 
outer gate ; the air was even more stifling 
than she had found it within the castle walls, 
and she must climb the steep hill before she 
could reach the shade of the trees. 

" All that is worth having costs trouble," she 
said, and setting her little white teeth firmly, 
she began to climb the rough grass-covered 
ascent. 

She was half-way up when there shot down, 
it seemed beside her, a blinding flash of light- 
ning, the thunder that at once followed was so 
awful in its crashing force, that the girl's heart 
stood still. She turned giddy, and involunta- 
rily grasped at the empty air for support. 

Another flash and again the thunder crashed 
round her, and rolled among the hills till she 
felt stunned by it. For a moment she stood 
meditating retreat : there came sounds from 
below. 

** Mademoiselle, Mademoiselle Jeanne. Come 
back, I entreat you ; venture not among the 
tall trees, a bolt may strike you in the wood." 

She looked behind her : yes, there was 
Leon, the seneschal, far below ; he had turned 
the corner of the castle wall, he was panting, 
and she saw that his face was very red. 

** But Leon can run," she told herself, " if I 
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linger in the open he will overtake me, and he 
will hold me fast till I am inside the castle 
again. Holy Virgin ! I did not get out to 
enjoy such a fragment of liberty as this has 
been ; by St. Yves of Treguier, no." 

As she faced the hill, the broad stream of the 
river was on her left, if she crossed it she knew 
she could soon be securely hidden in the dense 
undergrowth caused by a yearly clipping of the 
wood on the farther side of the stream. 

Another flash, once more the thunder 
seemed to be in her brain, but her gaze had 
not left the seneschal, she saw him clasp his 
broad hand over his eyes. Before the next 
flash came Jeanne had run on. 

She was now beside the river, her foot on a 
gray boulder which protruded from the foam- 
ing water. She looked round to see whether 
Leon was in pursuit ; to her surprise he had 
turned from her and was looking back to the 
castle gate which Jeanne could no longer see. 

The girl laughed. 

" Before he turns round I shall be safe on the 
other side." 

The reach to the next stone was so wide that 
she stretched out both arms to balance herself 
on the shining slippery stone. She had often 
crossed the stream on these big rocks in dry 
weather, but the influx of water from the hills 
had changed the river's aspect ; it seemed to 
her that the next stone had sunk lower ; her 
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foot though ankle-deep in water, did not touch 
it. For an instant she felt daunted, then she 
railed at her own cowardice and stepped boldly 
forward into the stream. 

Leon had turned back to meet a horseman 
who had hailed him from below. As the two 
men met, a loud outcry from the river and the 
sound of splashing water made them pause. 

" Holy Saints ! " Leon cried, " mademoiselle 
is in the stream.'* 

The new-comer sprang from his horse, and 
ran at full speed towards the river. The sen- 
eschal caught at the horse's bridle, and fol- 
lowed as fast as he could, his face was full 
of terror and his gray beard quivered as he 
muttered — 

** I pray the good God the young lord may 
be in time. Was ever a little wench so wil- 
ful ? Heavens ! who knows what harm may 
not have befallen the precious little one ?•" 

Meantime the young man who had hastened 
to her rescue did not at first see Jeanne, so 
swiftly had she been sucked under a huge rock 
on the farther side of the stream, then he 
caught at her skirt as it swept past him. He 
saw her now ; her fall had stunned her, she 
lay white and still beneath the stone. He was 
glad of this, he guessed that her shoulders 
were held back between the rocks, and their 
edges were so rough and set so near together, 
that if Jeanne had struck out to help herself, 
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she would perhaps have received severe in- 
juries. Rolland de la Touche managed with 
some difficulty to keep his footing on the slip- 
pery stones, and he drew her head above 
water. He had just succeeded in landing her 
on the river bank, when Leon came up lead- 
ing the horse. 

" Oh ! my lord, my lord," the old man cried, 
" is she safe? is she living?" 

Rolland smiled up at him. 

" I think she is not greatly hurt, but help me, 
Leon, to put her on my saddle ; we shall the 
sooner bring her to the castle, and to the care 
of Dame Gillonne." 

He mounted his horse and with Leon's help 
he placed the lifeless girl before him, then 
he bade the seneschal hasten forward, to give 
warning of what had happened. 

** Holy saints, my lord, if she does not tame 
what may not happen ? She must have 
drowned but for your lordship's speed ; I could 
scarce have reached her in time. How could 
I have faced my lord and my lady if aught had 
gone amiss with the sweet child ?" 

" Hasten, hasten, Leon," the young baron 
cried, " this is only a childish frolic, and when 
your young lady is safe I will rate her soundly." 
He added to himself, ** By my faith, the sweet 
poppet has grown too strong and too wilful to 
be left in such guardianship. I must deal 
roundly with the dear child." 



Digitized by 



Googk 



Prologue. 17 

He tried to smile, but he looked greatly 
troubled, and he kept one arm closely clasped 
round Jeanne till they reached the gates of 
Longuedec. 
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CHAPTER I. 

JEANNE D'ACIGNE. 

**You will not say that, Jeanne, when you 
are two years older/* 

Tall, slender Jeanne flung herself full length 
on the turf and pushed away the clustering 
hair from her eyes. 

" Why not, my wise RoUand ? " 

The fair-skinned, gray-eyed face she turned 
to her companion was full of saucy defiance, 
there was more expression in it than is usual 
in a girl of thirteen, and there was lurking 
humor in her bright eyes as she fixed them 
on RoUand de la Touche. 

He sat watching her with expectant amuse- 
ment painted on his strong sunburnt face. 

** I thought you really were wise," she went 
on, mockingly, ** and yet you can make so great 
a mistake. Blessed Virgin ! how far you are 
from the truth ! ** She clasped her hands in 
despair at his dulness. " But, then, how can 
a man know what a girl feels ? It is not pos- 
sible, so you need not essay it. Two years 
older indeed ! why in two years' iixnt I shall 
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wish more than ever that I was a boy ; in two 
years I shall have to wear a longer gown, and 
my hair must then be put away under my coif, 
all because of the hardship that is about to 
happen ; shall I say to you what it is ?" 

She looked at the windows behind the grass- 
plot on which she and her companion were 
enjoying the sunshine in the castle garden : 
everything seemed to be asleep except the 
pigeons cooing and preening themselves on 
the quaint round dove-cot at the end of the 
garden ; now and then came a twitter from 
the birds in the trees outside the walls of the 
castle-court into which the garden led by means 
of a small wicket gate. 

Jeanne went on in a lowered voice, as though 
she feared to be overheard by some hidden 
listener. 

" It is a great secret.*' She gravely shook 
her head, though her eyes danced with mis- 
chief ; " I shall, however, tell you, for my 
mother says you are always to be trusted. 
Now, listen heedfuUy ; in two years' time I 
shall be no longer here, I shall not even be 
Jeanne D'Acigne', I shall be at Laval with my 
husband, the Count of Laval." 

RoUand de la Touche started and reddened ; 
he opened his lips to speak, and then held 
back the words. 

Jeanne lay still, watching the effect of her 
speech ; she saw the red flush spread to the 
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roots of his fair hair, and even beneath his 
brown beard ; she also marked an unusually 
bright and angry glow in his eyes. 

** Why do you not speak ? *' she said impa- 
tiently ; ** I want to hear your thoughts on this 
matter." 

" Do you jest, child, or is this truth ? I am 
leaving Brittany, I may not again see you for 
months to come ; tell me, Jeanne, are your 
words true ? Come, child, I must know their 
import before I journey to Amboise." 

Jeanne sprang up from the ground, her eyes 
sparkling with excitement. 

" Amboise ! you are going to Amboise ? 
Happy you ! Why did you not sooner tell 
the news ? To me Amboise stands for Para- 
dise ; at Amboise you will see our glorious 
King ; Gillonne calls him tiotre vrai roi gail- 
lard. Ah, yes, and you will see the lady I 
love ; I have never seen her, but I know how 
sweet and how fair she is. Why look you so 
grave, most wise Holland ? You well know that 
Madame de Chateaubriand is my cousin, I am 
called Francoise after her. Holy Saints ! I 
long to see the sweet lady.*' 

** I know that the Countess is your cousin," 
he said coldly ; then as if he were resolved to 
change the subject, ** Tell me your true mean- 
ing, little one, about the Count of Laval ? Say 
that just now you did but jest?*' he added 
earnestly. 
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Jeanne flung back her silky auburn hair till 
it fell loosely round her shoulders, then, lean- 
ing forward, her finger on her lips, her soft, 
rounded cheek almost touching his beard, she 
whispered : — 

*' Hush ! it is a secret. The King has sent 
his commands to my mother, on vellum with 
a hanging seal, to say that I — ^you know that I 
am a Ward of the King— I am ordered to wed 
with Monsieur de Laval ; I am to be the re- 
ward to the Count for some services he has 
rendered to His Majesty ; very soon the Count 
of Laval will come to Longuedec to marry me. 
Is it not sad ? There is to be no pleasant 
wooing like to that in Gillonne's ballad ; I have 
no power to say No, as Yvonne did, I am to be 
married like to one of the dolls you used to 
laugh at me for playing with ; I am to stay 
here till I am fifteen or more. Stay,"— she 
laid her hand on his arm — " let me end the 
tale, for that is not all of it. My sweet cousin, 
Madame de Chateaubriand, has sent us greet- 
ings and a copy of the beauteous portrait they 
have made of her ; my mother says the copy 
is not well done, to me it looks perfect ; and 
with it my cousin sends word that, when I am 
wedded, she looks to see me at Amboise." 

RoUand's face had grown very stern. 

" I trust that will not happen," he said in a 
tone of dislike. 

Jeanne pouted out her lips. 
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** Why not ? It would be better than wed- 
ding a husband ; I do not want one, I shall be 
sure to hate him." She went on in a changed 
voice, ** Now do you see, RoUand, why I wish 
to be a roystering boy, instead of a caged-up 
girl ? Holy Virgin ! " she stamped her feet 
on the grass, " a boy is not wedded to a strange 
woman in spite of himself." 

She spoke passionately. 

RoUand saw tears in her bright gray eyes. 
His face had not lost its troubled expression, 
though he now spoke calmly. 

" Listen, dear child, Monsieur de Laval may 
not, after all, wish to wed you ; he is a noble 
and courteous gentleman, he will not thwart 
Madame D'Acigne' if she asks for delay ; our 
gracious King, too, is never despotic regarding 
these contracts ; he could not be cruel to a 
woman." 

Jeanne sat down again, and began to pull 
up the grass by tufts, which she flung across 
the grass plot at a huge deer-hound, basking 
in the afternoon sunshine ; now and then the 
dog lifted his head, gazed lazily at his tormen- 
tor, and settled off to sleep again. 

" But, RoUand, my lady mother does not 
wish for delay, she called me, seven days ago, 
to her presence ; she said it would gladden 
her to see me wedded to so good and power- 
ful a noble as the Count of Laval. I told 
Father Blaise, and he said much the same. 
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MiseVicorde ! I do not like that word power- 
ful ; the Count may shake me if I torment 
him. Why do you not speak, RoUand ; do 
you, too, think it is good for me to be married ? " 

Her eyes looked pathetic, she pouted her full 
red lips imploringly towards him, as if to seek 
his protection against this threatening calamity. 

** Ah ! " he exclaimed bitterly ; rising from 
the grass plot he turned his back on Jeanne. 
He stood tugging at his brown beard, and look- 
ing at the gray castle wall which rose above the 
garden. He was a tall, well-grown soldierly 
man about twelve years older than the girl 
was ; he guessed the meaning of the Coun- 
tess's words, and he felt sure that she had not 
explained herself to Jeanne. 

RoUand de la Touche had passed his early 
years at Longuedec, the Count and Countess 
had treated him like a son, and he had learned 
all knightly accomplishments from Jeanne's 
father ; baby Jeanne had been his dear little 
sister. The years went on, till he quitted Lon- 
guedec to take command of his own vassals at 
Coetfrec, and to lead them against the enemy. 
The young Baron had believed that whenever 
he should by the death of his cousin become 
Vicomte D'Orbec, and succeed to his large in- 
heritance, he was intended by Monsieur and 
Madame D*Acigne to become the husband of 
his little playfellow. His parents' had died 
years ago, but he had had a very happy home 
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at Longuedec. His castle at Coetfrec was a 
mere fortress ; but his cousin of Orbec had 
been crippled and in poor health for years 
past, and RoUand was heir to his rich estates 
near Lisieux. But for the certainty of this in- 
heritance, he could not have hoped to marry 
so wealthy an heiress as Jeanne D'Acigne, for 
she would not only succeed to her father's 
possessions near Guingamp, but would, in right 
of her mother, inherit the rich and extensive 
lands of Longuedec. The Count was now 
dead, and Madame D'Acigne had told RoUand 
on his last visit to the castle, that Jeanne was 
a Ward of the King ; the Countess had in con- 
fidence also told him that she suffered from an 
ailment which would only give her a few years 
longer to live. 

He stood now looking at the gray castle with 
deep-seated anger ; it had bitterly disappointed 
him to learn that his little favorite was to be 
the wife of another man. He had watched 
over Jeanne from her cradle ; had been her 
self-elected tutor in hawking and other out- 
door sports ; he had taught her to ride as soon 
as she could mount a horse ; he had encour- 
aged her in all sorts of daring feats ; he had 
also helped in various ways to form her tastes. 
Once when Father Blaise fell ill, Jeanne had 
for some weeks sought RoUand's help in con- 
struing the Latin task she studied with the 
priest. Though the young noble had quitted 
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Longuedec, Coetfrec was within easy distance, 
and his friendship for Jeanne and her mother 
had not slackened. 

At last he turned to the girl, who still sat 
looking at him, her eyes full of expectation, her 
slender fingers clasped together round her 
knees. 

" Why was I not sooner told about this — this 
marriage, Jeanne ? You belong to me, dear 
child ; have I not had a hand in the making of 
you ? not your flesh and blood, but I have a 
large part in you, little Jeanne, I have helped 
to fashion your tastes and habits." Then his 
anger flamed out, "Foy d'honneur ! I had a 
right to be told about this marriage." 

She smiled and blew him a kiss, with it went 
a saucy glance from beneath her upward curv- 
ing lashes; then gathering up her straying 
hair, she deftly twisted the long coil into a knot, 
and replaced a close-fitting white coif that lay 
on the grass beside her. She laughed as she 
sprang up and measured herself against his 
arm. 

" Not so little, my friend ; see, the pupil has 
grown, her head nearly reaches your shoulder. 
rU wager you could not carry me up the castle 
stair to-day as easily as you did years ago, when 
you pulled me out of the river, and thought me 
dead ; Holy saints ! what a fume you were in, 
and how kind you were ! dear, good Holland." 
She lovingly patted his arm. " Yes, you should 
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have been told about the marriage as soon as 
I was. When do you quit Coetfrec ? tell me, 
RoUand?'' 

" I go in seven d^s from now ; I must halt 
at Fougeres, where orders from the King will 
likely meet me ; if they do, I may have to 
journey to Lyons, and then I shall not visit 
Amboise before I leave France.'* 

Jeanne shook her head at him. 

"Ah, no, no, you must visit Amboise, you 
must for my sake, you could not forego the 
pleasure of seeing my Francoise, you could 
not so disappoint me. Listen ; you are so ob- 
servant that you will keep in mind all you see ; 
you will bring me word of my cousins looks, 
of her attire, and,— and this is not to be passed 
Ijy, — you will take note surely whether her eyes 
are like mine ; Gillonne says they are the same 
color." 

She hung her head blushing at her own 
vanity, for she knew that Madame de Chateau- 
briand was considered the beauty of the court. 

RoUand was silent, he did not smile as he 
stared hard at the dove-cot ; then he irresolutely 
fingered the belt of his doublet. At last he 
turned to the girl. 

"Dear Jeanne, keep your love for your 
mother and for the true friends who love you, 
your love is wasted on Madame de Chateau- 
briand; she is a fair lady— but— '* he stopped, 
then added, " She is not worthy of your love." 
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Jeanne drew back, pale with anger. 

" Out upon your malice, how can you speak 
ill of so sweet a lady ; fie, it is mean of you, 
RoUand, you are as full of spite as Gillonne 
sometimes is ; but then she is a woman forced 
to live shut up within castle walls, to nourish 
small mean fancies." The color flamed in 
her cheeks as she cried out, "A man who rides 
in and out as he pleases, who visits camps and 
cities and palaces, should not have unkind 
thoughts about a woman." 

She had frowned a line into her smooth fore- 
head. 

"Well done, Jeanne, that was bravely 
spoken." He laughed and took both her 
hands, then drawing her close to him in spite 
of her struggle to be free, he bent down and 
kissed her forehead. 

" Farewell, my little preacher, I will meditate 
on that text till our next meeting, I shall come 
once again to bid adieu to your lady mother ; 
and to you also, pretty petulance. Meantime, 
I leave you a doggerel warning in exchange 
for your text : 

" * You may be sad between stone walls to bide, 

But you are safe ; dangers undreamed of lurke autside.' " 

Jeanne was too angry to listen ; as soon 
as she could free her hand she darted away 
through the open wicket gate, and across the 
court to the inner entrance door of the castle 
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— the sole entrance to the inhabited part of the 
building. Even the massive round towers at 
each corner of the walls were only reached 
from this entrance ; the outer wall, which 
entirely surrounded the castle, was also towered 
at each corner, the approach to this outer wall 
being protected by a portcullis, a drawbridge, 
and other fortified defenses. The garden was 
in a corner of the outer court near the Donjon. 

When Jeanne went into the castle, she turned 
sharply to the right and hurried up a narrow 
stair, that circled a stone newel till it reached 
the top of the tower ; slits lighted and gave 
air to the stairway, but it smelt as musty as a 
granary. 

Jeanne passed by two doors as she climbed 
the stairs. A sound of merry laughter came 
from one of these doors, and the girl sighed ; 
she told herself that her mother's maids, Anne 
and Mathurine, had many a jest between them 
which she could not share ; the young girls 
who had been brought up with her, had been 
sent back to their parents when the Count 
died ; the younger pages had also been dis- 
missed, for the Countess D'Acigne' now lived 
in the strictest retirement. Jeanne paused 
when she reached a landing ; raising the heavy 
latch of a door, she entered a round chamber. 
A deeply recessed window on the right looked 
out on the country beyond the walls : sun- 
shine came in through this opening and fell in 
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a long narrow patch on the floor, but it did 
not reach to Jeanne's little bed : beside which 
was a benitier and a small sprig of holly. A 
heavy slab of stone fixed into the wall sup- 
ported a coarse earthenware bowl and a pitcher, 
two wooden stools, a prayer-desk above which 
hung a crucifix, a kneeling hassock, and an 
embroidery frame made up the furnishing of 
the chamber ; in lieu of a wardrobe there was 
a dark roughly carved oak chest. 

Jeanne went forward to the window, and 
stood looking out at the river. Her face was 
flushed and full of trouble. 

" RoUand is unkind and he is my only friend 
now that Melusine has gone away. He is 
cowardly to speak ill of the absent, I am dis- 
pleased with him." She suddenly laughed out 
merrily. ** Blessed saints ! here I cry shame 
on RoUand who cannot defend himself ; I am 
as spiteful as he ; not so, for I am a feather- 
head of a girl, and he is wise and strong. 
Come what will he is my best friend, and I 
have sent him away with reproaches for a 
keepsake." 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE NEWS THAT CAME TO COETFREC. 

Since early morning, Rolland de la Touche 
had been occupied in inspecting his new re- 
cruits, levied for the King's Italian campaign ; 
the baron of Coetfrec had been summoned to 
join the army with twenty-five men-at-arms, 
and he was now in the chamber above the 
guard-room, examining a new steel suit, for- 
warded from Flanders, for his wear in the 
coming warfare. 

On his last visit to Longuedec, he had 
ridden away full of sorrow and vexation caused 
by Jeanne's story : but on reaching Coetfrec 
he found a fresh summons, urging all possible 
speed ; there had been so much actual work 
to carry out, that he had little leisure to think 
about Jeanne. 

While Rolland stood examining his armor, 
he was told that Enguerrand Tarbes had 
arrived, and craved leave to present him- 
self. 

"Bid him refresh himself," Rolland said, 
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" and then bring him to me here ; say, how- 
ever, that I have scant time to give him." 

RoUand smiled as he spoke ; he was fond 
of his old Squire, but Enguerrand was from 
the south, and his stories were apt to be as 
lengthy as they were marvelous. In the young 
Baron's early youth, Enguerrand had been 
sent with him to Longuedec, but had only re- 
mained there a few years ; he was now with 
the Vicomte d'Orbec, to whose large estates 
RoUand would one day succeed. 

The door opened and in came a broad- 
shouldered powerful looking man with a grin- 
ning, sunburnt face. His merry eyes twinkled 
with pleasure at sight of the young Baron, till 
they made only dark fringed lines in the man's 
broad whimsical countenance. 

RoUand smiled when he saw his old Squire, 
who bowed low, and when the Baron stretched 
out his hand, Enguerrand bent still lower, and 
kissed it with a hearty smack. 

" How goes it with you," RoUand asked, 
"and with the Vicomte d'Orbec ?" 

Instead of answering, Enguerrand blustered 
out— 

** Zou ! the varlet lied in his throat, saving 
my lord's presence ; he took on himself to 
doubt whether his lordship would admit a 
visitor : he', que ! as if — " 

RoUand interrupted — 

" On the contrary, my good Enguerrand, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



32 A Ward of the King. 

the man was right. I said I was too much oc- 
cupied to see any one ; but when I heard — " 

" Zou ! when your Excellency heard who it 
was, that changed the color of things, he ? 
His lordship could not deny Enguerrand. I 
should think not ! Enguerrand who watched 
by his lordship's cradle ! Enguerrand who 
taught the little baron's chubby hands how to 
wield a sword, and to fly a falcon ; how to 
ram the charge into a pistol, and to hit the 
mark. He que ! had I been denied entrance, 
I would have sat down before the castle gates, 
until my lord rode forth ; he should have rid- 
den me down, if he would neither look on me, 
or listen to my errand ! for I have an errand 
to my lord." 

Holland laughed heartily at this tirade, and 
at the effusive gestures which took him back 
to the days of his boyhood. 

" Let me hear your news, old friend ; tell 
me what is your especial Errand to Coetfrec ? 
Did you stop at Longuedec on your way 
hither?'' 

Enguerrand looked serious, and slowly shook 
his head. 

" My lord knows that a newly healed wound 
should be allowed to harden before it is tried 
by rough usage ; look you, my lord, it is true 
that I have been some years wedded to Mar- 
got, and she makes me a good wife, we are as 
well suited as an acorn to its cup ; but, my 
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lord, I have not seen Gillonne le Houx these 
many years, not since the knot was tied be- 
tween me and my woman ; does not my lord 
think that it is best to let well alone ? ** 

He ended with a prodigious chuckle, which 
he seemed helpless to repress till he again 
looked at the young Baron. He was evidently 
only able to preserve due respect by fixing his 
eyes steadily on RoUand ; when he indulged 
himself in reminiscences of the fair-haired, 
blue-eyed lad who had proved so apt a pupil, 
he looked at the wall before him, as if he saw 
there the memory he recalled. The stalwart, 
well-grown baron, with eyes still blue, but 
filled with earnest purpose ; his fair hair still 
wavy, but shorn of its luxuriant curls, and 
lacking the golden glint which Enguerrand 
had admired in the page of Madame d'Acigne' ; 
this change of general aspect awed the jovial, 
garrulous Southerner, but he noted that the 
sound of Holland's voice had altered less than 
his outward seeming had, and when he did 
not look at him, Enguerrand could almost per- 
suade himself that his old pupil was once more 
restored to him. 

" You love a joke as well as ever, Enguer- 
rand ; you know well that Gillonne was never 
a beauty as Margot was, but she is as good as 
gold at heart moreover ; you know that you 
do not care a Hard for her. But tell me, how 
fares my Lord of Orbec ?'* 
3 
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This question sobered Enguerrand ; his face 
lengthened till it looked solemn, the humorous 
twinkle left his eyes. 

" My Lord Vicomte is weaker. I fear we 
shall not have him much longer with us, and 
that is truly my errand,'*— he glanced up at 
RoUand, and added respectfully, ** to my Lord 
of Coetfrec; the Vicomte bade me ask my 
lord to ride to Orbec, and to confer with him 
before my lord joins the army." 

RoUafid was disturbed, he murmured to 
himself, " This is very hard." Then aloud to 
Enguerrand, ** Orbec is more than a day out 
of my road, but I may not refuse your lord's 
request. You will say to him that I grieve for 
his suffering, and that I will do what he asks ; 
I will quit Coetfrec a day the sooner, and I 
will even pass by Longuedec, without bidding 
farewell to Madame d'Acigne, and Mademoi- 
selle Jeanne." 

"Zou ! " Enguerrand exclaimed. Then his 
mouth twitched with excitement, his tongue 
being completely overburdened with words. 

" Zou ! " he at last repeated, gasping for 
breath ; ** that is it, I had a mind to tell it at 
once to my lord ; and then the sight of him 
sent the circumstance flying till it vanished 
like a night-dream : but the circumstance was 
real, my lord, I saw it, and I heard it also." 

His broad face looked so comic in its per- 
plexity that Holland laughed. 
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** What was the circumstance you saw and 
heard?" 

" It happened at Guingamp, my lord, no 
longer ago than yesterday. I was crossing the 
market-place when I saw some well-mounted, 
well-armed riders passing away out of sight 
towards the western gate. Just then who 
should come up to me but an old crony of 
mine, Pierre Dubois. *Is it you, Enguer- 
rand,' he says, * well met, gossip, for you have 
a shrewd wit, and can answer my question.' 
Put it, old friend, I answered, for I guessed it 
would be a question of venerie, or maybe of 
the rights of tenure, in which I have more 
knowledge than some others have ; but, my 
lord, it was none of these, the question was so 
hard a one that I have not yet found its an- 
swer, so I will even propound it to your lord- 
ship." He saw that Rolland looked impatient, 
and went on quickly : " Says Pierre, * How 
comes it, that, when all the knights and nobles 
of France are on their way to join the king's 
army, so brave and noble a gentleman as the 
Count of Laval is to be seen riding west 
instead of east, with a large following at his 
heels?'" 

Jeanne's story flashed on Holland's memory, 
and his bronzed cheeks reddened. Was it 
possible ? he asked himself, that the Count of 
Laval had gone to Longuedec to marry the 
girl before he joined the king's troops ? 
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** What meaning do you see in it, Enguer- 
rand ? " he said abruptly. 

" With my lord's pardon, that is just the 
question I put to Pierre. I see everywhere 
signs of haste and getting ready for departure, 
some indeed say the troops are already on the 
way to Milan ; and, Zou ! there comes this 
great noble whose lands cover half that side of 
Brittany, riding farther into the country, instead 
of turning his back on it like the rest ; I ask 
myself what it means." Though he tried to 
look unconscious, there was a shrewd twinkle 
in the man's eyes ; RoUand, however, was too 
much troubled to heed it ; his anxiety had 
grown intense, but he turned away lest the 
gossiping fellow should note that he was 
moved by the news : for a few moments it 
seemed to him certain that the Count was now 
at Longuedec. 

He answered carelessly, " How can any one 
say where the Count was bound for ? He may 
be seeking recruits ; they gre not easy to find ; 
the King's agents have been everywhere, and 
there are many stout fellows who have not yet 
recovered from the hurts received in the last 
campaign." He turned impatiently on the old 
squire, Foy de Dieu, man, I have too many 
needs of my own to see to, to stand here 
gossiping about the affairs of the Count 
of Laval. You must leave me, old friend, 
hasten you back to Orbec and bid my lord 



Digitized by 



Googk 



The News That Came to Co^tfrec. 37 

the Vicomte look for my coming as soon as 
may be." 

Enguerrand had not disburthened himself 
of half he meant to say, but when the baron 
nodded him farewell, he looked so determined 
that the squire did not venture to linger. He 
bowed low and departed, murmuring on his 
way to the courtyard, " Zou ! here is indeed a 
change. Things will take another shape at 
Orbec when my lord RoUand rules there ; 
Margot would say, so much the better. Now 
each day there is like the one that went before 
it, as shapeless as a sponge, and, but for Mar- 
got's saucy tongue, as dull as a Dutchman.*' 

Left alone, RoUand clasped his broad fore- 
head with one hand ; he leaned against the 
wall as though some blow had struck him. 

He felt a sudden belief in Jeanne's story, and 
he had not thought that the idea of the girl's 
marriage could have so crushed him ; had he 
then really lost his own little Jeanne ? 

He presently drew his hand from his face 
and smiled at his own fear. 

It was possible that the Count had gone to 
Longuedec, but he might have gone merely to 
pay his respects to Madame d'Acigne' without 
the purpose of marrying Jeanne ; he would 
probably wait for that till the war was over. 
Meantime all sorts of things might happen. 
RoUand assured himself it was but natural for 
an elder brother to feel reluctant to yield up 
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so dear a little sister as Jeanne had become to 
him. He told himself that he had hitherto 
looked on the child as his sister, now she had 
reached the age when she could be a friend 
and companion, she could enter into all his 
thoughts. Yes, she was very dear, he felt that 
he must see her again, come what may, before 
he set forth to join the army. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A CKILD-BRIDE. 

"Mademoiselle, Mademoiselle Jeanne, a 
plague on the child, my wind is spent in cry- 
ing after her ; where then has the naughty 
girl hidden herself ? " 

A tall woman dressed in black, with a long, 
clever-looking face, a white linen coif hiding 
every thread of hair, came hurrying round the . 
courtyard to a corner near the Donjon, where, 
circled by stone walls was the castle garden ; the 
branches of its apple-trees were almost hidden 
by a rosy cloud of blossom. Gillonne looked 
about her, but she did not at first observe a 
pair of small cloth-shod feet and ankles ; so 
near in color were Jeanne's hose to the old 
gray wood of the ladder placed against the 
trunk of a blossom covered apple-tree. 

The countess's tire-woman was ruffled ; she 
had hurried hither and thither in search of her 
young lady, and had at last come to seek her 
in the orchard, although at present only wild 
strawberries were to be found there. 

" Eh, what is it then, you poor Gillonne ?" 
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came with a pleasant laugh out of the apple 
blossom, " why are you seeking mademoiselle ? 
I do but gather a posy for the countess's table, 
the apples will be the finer if the tree spares 
some of its promise." 

" Mademoiselle must come down without 
delay," the woman cried, and the excited tone 
in her usually calm voice held Jeanne's atten- 
tion. ** Madame wearies till mademoiselle 
comes to her ; Leon has brought in stirring 
news, and it is all for mademoiselle. Nay 
then, my child, step heedfully, too much haste 
may risk a fall." 

This was a protest against the speed with 
which the girl had begun to descend the lad- 
der, one hand being full of apple blossom. 

Gillonne looked admiringly at the lovely 
bloom. 

" I need some blossoms to deck my bride 
withal, this will serve ; " Jeanne felt surprised 
when the woman smiled at her, instead of 
lecturing. **A bride's attire calls for fitting 
flowers, and there is surely enough here," she 
took the apple blossom from Jeanne, "to deck 
the altar, as well as the bride, pear blossom 
would fit best, but that is past." 

" What is your meaning, Gillonne ? who is 
the bride ? " Jeanne's eyes sparkled and her 
cheeks glowed. 

" Mademoiselle will learn, she must now 
hasten, for the countess waits ? " 
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The first door in the gloomy staircase led to 
the countess's apartment ; first came a large 
chamber, with rush-strown floor, in which the 
chatelaine of Longuedec usually sat with her 
maidens ; next to this was -her bedchamber ; 
farthest of all, and screened off by heavy 
tapestry, was her Oratory. As Jeanne entered 
the bedchamber her mother pushed aside the 
tapestry and came forward from the inner 
room. 

Madame d'Acigne was pale and very tall, 
but her movement was full of grace, her long 
black robes swept the floor as she bent down 
and kissed Jeanne's forehead. Her voice was 
tender almost to sadness as she said, "The 
time is short, dear child, a messenger has come 
from Monsieur le Comte de Laval, he and his 
train are riding hither from Guingamp ; they 
may arrive in an hour. Everything has been 
made ready but you, my dear one. Take her, 
Gillonne, you shall yourself tire her, Anne will 
serve my turn ; I will not darken your bridal, 
mignonne, with my heavy mourning weeds." 

She clasped Jeanne closely to her, then she 
gently pushed the astonished girl towards 
Gillonne. 

Jeanne stared with wide opened eyes at the 
shining mass of white and silver brocade that 
lay spread out on her bed ; there was, too, a 
white velvet coif, sewn with small pearls and 
edged by a row of much larger pearls ; this 
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was placed over her silky hair, when it had 
been carefully made fast by Gillonne's prac- 
tised fingers. The inner robe of thick white 
silk fell straight and stiff from the round throat 
till it hid her feet ; over this she wore a sort 
of pelisse, open in front, with hanging sleeves 
of stiff white and silver brocade reaching to 
the ground, a very small lace ruffle encircled 
the throat ; a long veil of shimmering gauze 
was fastened to the coif, and made a sort of 
halo round the sweet, girlish face. 

Gillonne looked her charge up and down 
with a satisfied smile. 

** I will keep all the apple blossom for the 
chapel," she said, ** 'twould mar the robe to 
add color to it, and madame has planned it all 
herself, months ago, from the picture she has 
of the good Queen Anne. I have heard that 
our Queen Claude's bridal robes were fashioned 
by the same pattern." 

She then led the girl to her mother's cham- 
ber ; but time had flown and Madame d'Acigne 
had scant opportunity in which to say a few 
words, and to give her darling a last fond kiss 
before a summons came from Leon, the sene- 
schal, that all was ready, and that madame and 
mademoiselle could descend to the great hall. 

The old seneschal stood waiting to conduct 
the ladies to the dais placed at the farther end 
of the vast chamber. The walls were hung 
with fine blue and green tapestry, represent- 
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ing a forest. In the foreground was a stag 
menaced by huntsmen, and dogs appeared 
from the distant trees. 

Jeanne inwardly groaned under the weight 
of her bridal robes, but her delight in their 
beauty helped her to endure it. She had just 
begun to praise her dress to her mother when 
the seneschal threw open both the great doors 
at the end of the hall, and ushered in a pleas- 
ant-faced old man, the chamberlain of the 
Comte de Laval ; behind him walked several 
richly dressed pages. 

While the seneschal now marshaled the at- 
tendants to stand on either side of the doorway, 
there was an expectant pause, the countess's 
women who stood grouped behind their lady's 
chair stared eagerly forward. Jeanne's pale 
cheeks flushed into a lovely bloom and her 
heart beat quickly as there entered a gentle- 
man of middle height and middle age, clean- 
shaven, with a pleasant debonair smile on his 
well -featured face. 

A much younger and taller man walked be- 
side him. This young man looked with a bold 
smile at Jeanne ; as the girl met the gaze of 
his bright, narrow eyes, they reminded her of 
those of a snake. She saw that he was very 
dark, both handsome and graceful, yet she 
shivered with terror fearing that this was her 
destined husband. 

The countess had risen from her chair of 
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state ; she bowed her head in courteous wel- 
come, and held out her hand to the elder 
gentleman. 

He bent forward and kissed it ; then he 
craved leave to present to the countess his 
young cousin, Etienne de Retz. 

Jeanne had never seen such ceremonious 
bows and curtseys as were now interchanged ; 
she took a child's delight in the stateliness of 
her mother's reception ; it seemed to make 
her marriage far more important and interest- 
ing than she had expected it would be. 

Madame d'Acigne presented the count to 
Jeanne and he smiled pleasantly at his little 
bride. 

** I believed your daughter to be older, 
madame," he said when he had kissed the 
slender, childish hand, ** mademoiselle scarcely 
looks twelve years old." 

Jeanne longed to say, ** I am thirteen," but 
she knew she must not speak unless she was 
spoken to. 

Monsieur de Retz saw the saucy look on 
the girl's face, and he gave her a sympathizing 
smile. 

She turned her head away; Gillonne had 
bid her look only at her future husband ; she 
tried to listen to the talk between her mother 
and the count, who was excusing himself for 
the short time he could remain at the chateau. 
She heard him say he had but time to spare 
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for the wedding ceremony ; then some irre- 
sistible attraction brought Jeanne's eyes again 
to the young baron's dark, sneering face and 
uncanny glances. 

The chaplain of Laval had accompanied the 
count, and when the wedding party proceeded 
to the chapel, on the same floor with the great 
hall, the two priests stood ready to receive 
them. 

The ceremony seemed like a dream to 
Jeanne. When the ring was placed on her 
finger, she longed to rub her eyes to make 
sure she was awake, and then she caught sight 
of the clustering apple blossom in the altar 
vases. 

" I must be awake, only a while ago I plucked 
those flowers," she thought. 

The dreamy feeling returned when she 
knelt beside the Comte de Laval to receive 
the priest's blessing. A few minutes later she 
was standing by him in the sacristy before the 
old register book. 

The count first signed his name. While he 
w^as bending over the book, a voice whispered 
in Jeanne's ear. 

" The sacrifice is too cruel, the victim is too 
young and fair ; my heart bleeds to witness 
so sad a mockery." 

Jeanne raised her head, she saw that de Retz 
was close beside her. Looking steadfastly into 
his eyes she said coldly : — 
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" There can not be sacrifice, sir, where there 
is goodwill on both sides." 

Then she stepped forward and signed her 
name just below her husband's. She felt a 
sense of safety when the Comte de Laval kissed 
her, and drawing her cold fingers under his 
arm, led her out of the chapel. 
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CHAPTER IV, 

A PARTING. 

Jeanne was a sound sleeper, but on the 
night following her wedding she tossed about 
in a most disturbed fashion ; she dreamed 
over and over again the same dream ; she was 
trying to find some one ; it seemed sometimes 
to be her husband, and then again it was Hol- 
land de la Touche ; but whenever she caught 
sight of one or other of them, the tall figure of 
Monsieur de Retz rose up between and smiled 
at her with his snake-like eyes. 

She awoke more than once and found her- 
self crying out for help. At her last outcry, 
she saw Gillonne standing beside her bed. It 
was past her usual time for rising, the woman 
said, and she so hurried her young mistress 
that Jeanne had no mind to confide to her the 
terrors of her troubled night. She learned 
that her mother was more indisposed than 
usual, and the girl, dressed soberly in blue, 
was soon on her way to the garden. 

Outside the entrance to the tower she found 
RoUand de la Touche. He stood bending 
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over the old deerhound Pepin ; the dog had 
set his fore-paws against the powerful figure 
of the young Baron, and was making a kind 
of sorrowful babble over him. RoUand was 
bareheaded, but clad in buffcoat and steel 
thigh-pieces, his heavy looking steel gauntlets 
were stuffed into his sword belt. 

RoUand heard Jeanne's footsteps and he was 
pushing the dog away when she appeared. 

She had hitherto offered her forehead for 
her old friend's kiss ; to-day, without knowing 
why, she held out her hand to him. 

He laughed as he took her hand and held it 
while he spoke : 

" You did not expect me back so soon, but a 
summons was sent on to me at Coetfrec ; I am 
only here to bid farewell, dear child." 

She gave him a saucy smile. 

" Ah, indeed ! that was your plan, and that 
is why you go about armed. It is not my 
idea at all, most warlike RoUand ; you are to 
come to the garden with me, and sit on the 
grass, and listen to the news I have to tell, a 
wallet-full, I warrant you." 

She turned to lead the way, and said over 
her shoulder, ** You do not perhaps guess that 
I am no longer Jeanne d'Acigne'." 

She ran on to the garden gate, sure that he 
would follow her. 

RoUand looked stupefied, then he hurried 
after Jeanne, his eyebrows knit together while 
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the blue eyes were full of pain ; Enguerrand's 
news had been a true warning. 

He found her leaning against the moss- 
grown sundial below which they usually sat, 
but she was not smiling. 

" I have no time to guess riddles in," he said 
gravely, "you must speak plainly to me, 
petite." 

Jeanne only obeyed two persons, her mother 
and Holland ; with him indeed, she had been 
sometimes fractious and wayward, but she 
always yielded when she saw he was in earnest. 

To-day something made her mutinous ; she 
glanced scornfully at him, and clasping her 
fingers behind her head, she pirouetted on her 
heels ; then turning to face him she blew 
through her closed fists in imitation of a 
trumpet. 

** Know then by these tokens, brave RoUand, 
that I am no longer the damsel Jeanne, some- 
time of Acigne ; I am that high and mighty 
lady, her excellency the Countess of Laval and 
Mayenne." 

The sudden fierce anger she saw blazing in 
his eyes frightened Jeanne ; she stood silent. 

" If this be true, when were you married ? '* 
he sternly asked. 

Jeanne's courage came back, she laughed 
merrily. 

** At this hour yesterday the ink was not dry 
on the book we, Monsieur de Laval and I, 
4 
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signed our names in ; " then, moved by the 
grief she saw in his face : ** Dear Holland, why 
are you displeased \vith me ? A week ago, 
when you left us, I told my mother all 
you had said, and that you wished to be 
consulted before she gave me in marriage to 
the count. She was sad, but she said that was 
not possible ; she had received a direct com- 
mand from the king to wed me to Monsieur 
de Laval with as little delay as possible, and 
she must obey. You see, dear RoUand," she 
looked wistful, for the cloud had not lifted 
from his dark blue eyes, " the count said my 
mother should keep me for three years, so 
what does it matter ? He is going to the wars, 
it may chance he is slain in battle, and I shall 
never see him again, who can tell ? " 

RoUand looked shocked at her levity. 

" Child ! you must not so speak, or even 
think ; the Count of Laval is now your hus- 
band, your duty is to him ; you must speak 
with fitting reverence of so good and noble a 
lord, he deserves your love, his name and his 
protection will shield you from all harm in 
these troublous times." 

The girl looked pensive. 

" I pray you do not chide me, RoUand ; 
why do you not question instead ? have you 
no curiosity ? You have not asked me whether 
I like my husband, or— or like being married ? 
Sit down a while on the grass, like a kind 
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RoUand ; there, that is right ; now I can talk, 
I like Monsieur de Laval, though he is old, he 
looks kind and honest, and he gave me a 
beauteous casket of jewels ; for all that I 
would rather have stayed as I was." She 
paused to think, she had not spoken to her 
mother about Monsieur de Retz, she hated 
even to think of him, and yet she felt that 
this was her one chance of learning Holland's 
opinion of this gentleman. " Listen," she went 
on, hurriedly, ** the count brought some one 
with him whom I did not like, he is my hus- 
band's cousin, he looks sly and cruel ; I shiver 
when I think of his snake-like eyes." 

" Were his eyes dark ? and was he tall ? and 
had he the bearing of a soldier ? " 

She nodded, it seemed to her that her 
friend's voice sounded anxious. 

** It must have been Etienne de Retz," he 
said thoughtfully, " or, as he is usually called, 
the Knight of Mayenne ; no, he is not like his 
cousin ; but the Countess of Laval can have 
nothing to fear from him." 

Jeanne shivered ; she sat a moment silent : 
then she said : 

** I am not sure of that ; he oppressed me 
like a nightmare ; he still haunts me ; I even 
dreamed about him last night ; now do not 
laugh, Holland, all the time of the marriage I 
felt his sly, cruel eyes fixed on me ; I am sure 
he read my thoughts, for even through the 
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priest's holy words, I was thinking of those 
eyes and of the power he might have to harm 
me ; RoUand, I loath him ; some day I know 
he will do me a mischief." 

She crossed herself, and squeezed close to 
RoUand as they sat side by side on the grass. 

He took one of her slim hands and kept it 
in his. 

** You must not fear him, Jeanne ; he has no 
power to harm you,*' he said reassuringly; 
** unless Monsieur de Laval should die child- 
less, in that case, Etienne de Retz succeeds to 
the Countship of Laval. Try to forget this 
fancy, my dear little sister, remember always 
that whenever you need help, I and my sword 
are yours." 

Her bright eyes filled with tears. 

" How can you help me when you are in 
Italy, RoUand, perhaps wounded, or a pris- 
oner ? " 

She looked wistfully into his honest, fearless 
eyes ; he bent down and kissed her ; this time 
she did not draw away. 

** Keep a stout heart, dear child ; this is not 
the brave Jeanne who longed to wear armor 
like la Pucelle, and lead her troops to vic- 
tory?" 

She wiped away her tears, shook her head, 
and looked up at him once more with a saucy 
smile. 

" But that was when you were to fight beside 
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me ; Jeanne la Flamme would not have been 
so daring without those valiant Englishmen ; 
but you must not mistake me, RoUand, I like 
Monsieur de Laval ; the worst part of it all," 
she laughed, ** was my gown ; it is beauteous 
beyond words, it shimmers like sunshine. I 
should love you to see how well it suits me, 
but oh ! it is heavy as a suit of armor, as it 
were lined with lead. I believe I could not 
run in it if I tried ; then my shoes were nar- 
row, they pinched my toes till I felt crippled, 
and longed for a page to carry my train.*' 

Gillonne had come silently into the garden." 

** Pardon me, Monsieur le Baron," she said, 
"my lady would see your lordship in her 
chamber, if it so please you ; she is indisposed 
this morning." 

RoUand rose and moved to the wicket gate, 
Jeanne also rose to follow him, but the woman 
said : — 

"There is no summons for mademoiselle, 
she will stay here with Pepin." 

The dog heard his name ; he came and 
rubbed his head against his young mistress. 
Jeanne pushed the creature away ; she drew 
herself up, and tossed her fair head. 

" You must remember, Gillonne, that it is 
not fitting to call me " mademoiselle," I am 
Madame la Comtesse de Laval." 

But Gillonne had followed the young baron, 
and she ushered him into the large pleasant 
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chamber with its rush-strown floor, embroid- 
ery frames, and spinning wheels, the arras was 
brighter here than the tapestries of the hall, 
for a garden was represented thereon, with 
parterres of flowers in the foreground. 

The countess had sent away her maids, and 
she smiled as aflfectionately at RoUand when he 
came in, as though he really were her son. 

He bent down and kissed her hand ; she 
pointed to a chair close beside her. 

RoUand thought she looked very ill and 
worn ; but she brightened while she spoke. 

"We shall sadly miss you, dear RoUand, 
but I know you have to do what others do, 
my lord count would have done the same ; no 
brave knight or noble will willingly absent 
himself from this Italian campaign. Is it a 
true rumor that has reached us ? Leon says 
that the king will command in person. I 
thought he would have left the command in 
the hands of our brave cousin, the Lord Con- 
stable de Bourbon ? " 

RoUand hesitated ; the countess thought he 
looked troubled. 

** It is believed, madame, that the king will 
command in person when he has joined the 
army ; but that cannot happen till we have 
crossed the Alps. We have a glorious roll of 
commanders, the bravest captains of Europe 
— Bayard and Bourbon, Chabannes and la Tre'- 
mouUle— more than I can name. If the sol- 
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diers get the pay promised them, success is 
certain ; but, in a measure, we have to relj'^^on 
Swiss auxiliaries. There will be Swiss fight- 
ing on both sides, and they are cold-blooded 
mercenaries, they will not fight without pay. 
The .Cardinal of Sion too is all-powerful with 
the Swiss, and he has ever been a thorn in the 
side of France." Then he said abruptly, ** Ma- 
dame, I — give me your permission to counsel 
old Leon to add to the castle garrison ; they 
should keep a more diligent watch by night as 
well as by day.*' 

He spoke urgently ; the lady looked sur- 
prised. He thought she was unwilling to fol- 
low his advice. 

** If it seem to you needful you can assuredly 
speak with Leon ; but my lord was wont to 
say that when France carried war beyond her 
frontiers, there was peace at home.*' 

Holland rose and began to pace the chamber ; 
he knew how much opposed the countess was 
to any sort of change. 

** That was so, madame, in the days of our 
good King Louis ; soldiers in those days were 
paid their wages, but it is only common knowl- 
edge when I say that France is now overrun 
by hundreds of unpaid soldiers who leave their 
ranks for the sake of plundering defenseless 
peasants. These marauders seize on the crops, 
the cattle and the sheep ; they ravage the 
country ; it is not so long since they ventured 
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to attack Chateau Kergrist in the absence of 
its lord, 

** Chateau Kergrist is not fortified as Lon- 
guedec is ; my dear lord considered our garri- 
son was sufficient to repel any marauders. 
You can, however, speak with Leon, if you 
will ; but according to my judgment, the walls 
of Longuedec will be found hard nuts to crack 
by undisciplined soldiers." 

Her indifference to the need for extra vigil- 
ance chafed RoUand, but he remembered of 
old that argument had always failed with the 
countess. 

**I thank you, dear lady, for your permis- 
sion ; now I must say farewell till I return 
from Italy." He bent down and kissed hen 
** I beg you to be heedful of your own health, 
it needs not to say to you— take care of 
Jeanne." 

She put her arm round him, and warmly 
returned his kiss : — 

** Farewell, my RoUand ; once I fondly 
hoped to call you my dear son indeed, but 
that dream is over. Wed some sweet woman 
who will be as an elder sister to my little 
Jeanne. May the blessing of God go with 
you." 
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CHAPTER V. 

ETIENNE DE RETZ. 

Four years had gone by since the wedding 
in the castle chapel of Longuedec. When 
the Count de Laval took leave of Madame 
d'Acigne, he promised to return and claim 
his bride in three years' time. When, how- 
ever, that time arrived, he was still holding a 
command for the king in Italy, and on his 
return to Longuedec in autumn he found 
awaiting him an imploring letter from the 
Countess d'Acigne'. She told him she had 
not forgotten his right to claim Jeanne as his 
wife, but she begged him to spare her child to 
her for the short time that remained to her on 
earth. 

She went on to tell him that her malady 
had been declared incurable, though she 
might live for some time longer, she added : — 

** I beseech you, my lord, not to think me 
selfish in this petition, else, if indeed I am 
selfish, to pardon me. I pray you also to 
believe that your Jeanne will not make a worse 
wife for having been so tender and dutiful a 
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daughter to me through my long suffering. 
It cannot last very much longer, and no one 
but my Heavenly Father knows how the sight 
of my child soothes me and helps me to bear 
my pain. I do not invite your presence at 
Longuedec. If you saw your Jeanne, you 
might, perchance, find it hard to lend her a 
few weeks longer to her dying mother." 

The count shrugged his shoulders and 
sighed as he read. He grieved for his old 
friend's suffering, but it seemed to him espe- 
cially unfortunate that when he was really 
resting in the few weeks he could call his own, 
and in which he could enjoy his wife's society, 
Jeanne was to be withheld from him. There 
was however nothing for it but to send a letter 
of condolence, expressing sorrow for Madame 
d'Acigne s suffering, and assuring the countess 
that he held himself ready to depart from 
Laval and journey to Longuedec whenever 
she thought fit to commit Jeanne to his keep- 
ing. 

He waited some time, and then growing 
tired of the long delay, he summoned his 
young cousin, Etienne de Retz, to Laval. De 
Retz was amusing himself at Amboise, and 
was very unwilling to exchange the court for 
the gloomy old castle ; but he dared not dis- 
obey his powerful protector. 

On his arrival at Laval the count proposed 
to spend the time as best they could, for it 



Digitized by 



Googk 



Etienne De Retz. 59 

was early as yet for hunting, though plenty of 
sport was to be had among the wild birds and 
waterfowl around Laval. 

One day news came to the castle that an 
enormous wild boar had been seen in the 
forest near Laval, and that this animal had 
without doubt caused the havoc in the wheat 
and other cornland, and thus destroyed the 
neighboring crops. 

This news rejoiced de Retz ; he had grown 
very weary of the strict discipline maintained 
in the castle of Laval, moreover, as he was 
bent on maintaining the count's favor, he had 
not ventured to engage in any amorous intrigue 
among the women of Laval ; the boar-hunt 
was welcome indeed in such a time of stagna- 
tion. 

The chosen morning arrived ; the boar was 
found, and proved to be even larger than had 
been supposed ; but the result of the hunt was 
unexpected. 

The boar made a vigorous defense, and 
although closely pursued by the hounds, he 
managed to escape after slaying several of 
them. The count was carried back on a hastily 
constructed litter to the castle, he had been 
severely gored in the thigh by the tusks of the 
infuriated animal. 

No one could tell how the accident had 
happened. The count had headed the chase, 
and seemingly had been thrown from his 
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horse ; it was supposed that the animal had 
turned to attack him while he lay senseless, 
for he had been found by de Retz lying bleed- 
ing on the ground and to all appearance life- 
less. 

The new chaplain of Laval, the Padre Am- 
brogio, was famed for his skill in surgery, but 
when he had examined the wound, he told 
Etienne de Retz that he would do well to 
send speedily to Amboise for the king's 
leech. 

The priest's dark wily face was anxious as 
he made the request. 

^* It is not possible," de Retz answered ; " I 
have cause to believe that his majesty's leech 
has preceded him to Lyons where he awaits ' 
the arrival of the king ; he could not possibly 
absent himself without the royal permis- 
sion." 

The padre did not answer ; he was a small, 
dark-skinned man, with delicate hands and 
well cut features ; he looked singularly 
capable and so he was— but withal he was a 
coward. He told himself that if he honestly 
confessed the wound to be beyond his skill to 
heal he should lose all prestige, both in the 
castle and in the. town of Laval ; already he 
felt that he was despised by the followers of 
de Retz, a body of mercenaries — French, Ger- 
man, and Italian — new-comers who had on this 
occasion accompanied their young leader ; 
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they were far more boisterous and unruly than 
the men of Laval. The priest was sorely 
troubled, but his well controlled face did not 
betray him to de Retz. He thought he would 
take counsel with the Seneschal and find a 
messenger to despatch to Amboise, for he did 
not believe that the leech had gone to Lyons. 
He felt certain that the count lay in danger of 
his life, and as certain that he himself did not 
know how to save it. He did not venture to 
speak with the count about his wound, lest 
Laval should lose faith in his chirurgery. 
Padre Ambrogio paced up and down his small, 
meagerly furnished chamber ; then he sat 
down, and began to consider the state of 
affairs, in other words, he listened to Satan. 
He seemed all at once to see that the count 
was much older than his age ; he had received 
numerous wounds in battle, and had endured 
many hardships in the service of King Louis 
the Twelfth ; if this accident did not carry him 
off, the next would probably do so ; so long as 
the count was childless, de Retz was his un- 
doubted successor ; to act in opposition to the 
young noble's judgment would be at once to 
make him his enemy. 

The padre was a learned student, but he was 
also an astute observer, and he had quickly 
discerned that the gallant, careless youth ex- 
hibited to Laval in the person of de Retz, was 
pfiere outward geeming, and th^t a very subtlp 
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and determined mind lay hidden behind this 
almost boyish frankness. Padre Ambrogio saw 
that when the gloomy old castle changed 
masters, he could be far more useful to de Retz 
than he was to his present simple and direct 
lord. He foresaw there would be more vari- 
ety and movement under de Retz's regime, and 
also far more chance of preferment for a man 
who in early life had dreamed of wearing the 
scarlet hat of a cardinal. 

Padre Ambrogio was sorry for the count's 
suffering ; but he resolved that it was useless 
to send a messenger to Amboise. 

The count lay for more than a week in acute 
suffering ; and then came a letter from Longue- 
dec : it was written from the countess's dicta- 
tion by her chaplain, and it told Laval that 
before he could reach Longuedec, his young 
wife would be motherless, and would sorely 
need his consolation and support. The padre 
offered to read the letter to the sick man, but 
Laval declined his services, and bade him 
cut the silk that secured the cover with a 
poignard that lay on a stool near his bed ; 
then he read the letter through from end 
to end. 

" You can send my cousin to me, padre, but 
first give me a cordial." 

The padre went in search of de Retz, and 
Laval lay groaning with pain and vexation. 
He told himself that if he had been allowed to 
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claim Jeanne on his return, she would now be 
at Laval, and he should probably have escaped 
this accident. 

" Nom de Dieu ! it is fate," he murmured, 
" my hands are tied. It seems a cruel fate both 
for that poor child and for me." 

De Retz came in. The count pointed to the 
letter and Etienne read it. 

" What is to be done ? " asked Laval. 

De Retz smiled. 

"This gives me the first occasion I have 
found of being really useful to my lord," he said 
respectfully ; " let me, I entreat you, go in 
your place ; while you meantime will get ready 
to receive your bride ? " 

" Nay," the count answered, " I have be- 
thought me of the litter which I caused to be 
made ready for the countess's journey hither 
from Longuedec; it shall carry me to the 
castle." 

De Retz looked alarmed ; he resolutely 
shook his head. 

** Such a risk may not be thought of, my 
lord, your life is too precious to be trifled with ; 
besides you could not present yourself to the 
countess in the guise of a crippled invalid. 
Your lady will have to wait till you are able to 
seek her, or you will, will you not, trust me 
to go in your place, and conduct her safely 
to Laval?" 

" She shall not wait, she may not be kept an 
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hour longer than can be avoided. I pledged 
myself to her mother — may the saints have her 
in their holy keeping — that whenever I was 
summoned I would at once set forth to seek 
my lady, and bring her home to Laval ; the 
poor child is now alone with servants, it is 
most unfitting to her position." 

But this discussion had sorely tried the 
count's strength, he sank back on his pillows 
pale and exhausted. It was not difficult when 
Padre Ambrogio and the seneschal both sided 
with de Retz to persuade the sufferer how 
greatly such a journey would hinder his re- 
covery. He desired mat a messenger should 
at once be despatched to Longuedec with 
tidings of his accident, and the assurance that 
though unable himself to assist at Madame 
d'Acigne's obsequies, he was sending an escort 
to accompany the Countess of Laval to her new 
home. 

He gave his cousin many strict cautions be- 
fore he allowed him to depart, and warned him 
to follow in every particular the wishes of the 
young countess. 

He lay pale and exhausted for some time 
after ; then he turned to the priest who stood 
watching him : — 

"You must try your best to mend me, 
Father, and give me a more youthful seeming. 
I am hardly a fitting bridegroom for a dainty 
young bride/' 
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A subtle smile spread over the wily Italian 
face. 

" I will do my best, my lord, God helping 
me ; but all this has fevered you, you need re- 
pose and quiet, it will be well if you see no one 
except your physician." 
19 



Digitized by 



Googk 



66 A Ward of the King. 



CHAPTER VI. 

LAST RITES. 

A LONG procession came slowly down the 
hill on which stood the Castle of Longuedec. 
The church bell tolled out its monotonous 
summons, and in answer there had flocked out 
from the mud-walled and thatched cottages 
which clustered round the old gray church in 
their midst, as chickens gather round a hen, 
soberly clad men, their long hair reaching to 
their shoulders ; quaintly capped women with 
broidered jackets and skirts, to which clung a 
flock of children; the whole population of 
Longuedec had grouped together to take part 
in their chatelaine's burial. 

The long grave Breton faces looked sadder 
than ever, the villagers knew they had lost a 
kind mistress, a true friend to them in their 
hour of need ; besides that, they knew that 
their young mistress, " Mademoiselle Jeanne," 
as many of them still called her, would be 
summoned away from Longuedec as soon as 
the funeral rites were solemnized. 

It has already been said that when the Count 
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of Laval returned from the wars he wished to 
visit Longuedec, and carry home his bride, but 
the countess's suffering had by that time be- 
come acute, and she had begged Monsieur de 
Laval to leave her child with her till the end ; 
the poor lady had thought this was close at 
hand, but she had lingered till August and had 
been tenderly nursed by her young daughter. 

The men and women stood in separate 
groups talking, some about the late chatelaine, 
while others were loud in praise of the young 
countess. Now, however, the village patriarch, 
Father Jehan, marshaled them to stand on 
either side of the porch, men and women, as 
before, separate. Each person then lighted a 
tall candle which flickered and guttered in the 
wind. The wail of the biniou which had been 
heard at intervals, sounded distinctly as the 
procession also bearing lights neared the gate ; 
most of the older men had gone up to the 
castle gate and they now headed the long train, 
chanting their monotonous dirge to the melan- 
choly strains of the biniou. 

The sky was gray and low ; it had been re- 
marked that the wind was singularly keen for 
August. Jeanne shivered under her long dark 
cloak as she walked close behind the bier. 

The cross-bearer was the first to enter the 
churchyard ; next came the Acolyies, swinging 
censers and carrying immense candles ; choris- 
ters also bearing guttering tapers preceded the 
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cure and the chaplain who walked in single file 
before the bier. 

Jeanne's face was almost hidden by her hood ; 
she looked very tall and slender ; her people 
knew that she was only seventeen, and there 
was a murmur of pity when she appeared as 
sole mourner. It was remembered, however, 
that her uncles had fallen in the late Italian 
campaign, and that her remaining kindred 
were with the newly raised army which the 
king had levied to regain the Milanese. 

The seneschal, Leon Kerzevec, and Gillonne 
the duenna of the countess's maids, had striven 
to dissuade their mistress from following the 
bier, but the young chatelaine had silenced 
them. 

" It is an imperative duty," she said, " in the 
absence of any male relative ; moreover, it is all 
she left me to do." She had turned away to 
hide her streaming tears. Now, beside the 
grave, she was very calm. 

When all was over she bent forward and 
gave a long look into the grave ; then wrapping 
her cloak yet more closely round her, she 
turned away and walked back to the castle, fol- 
lowed by the chaplain and Gillonne. 

Jeanne had meant to say a few farewell words 
to her people, but she had not found power to 
speak. 

The villagers strained their eyes and watched 
her with loving looks. She had been born and 
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reared among them, and they minded how 
often she had come down that hill to help and 
comfort them in their sorrows. 

A murmur of sympathy passed from one 
group to another, waxing louder when the 
seneschal, followed by the remainder of the 
household, quitted the churchyard. 

Old Barbe Daoulas, looking more like a bun- 
dle of rags than a woman, crooned her high- 
pitched voice into a sort of chant. 

" God be with the sweet child wherever she 
goes. There is none left to care for Longue- 
dec, the spirits of the blessed dead will gather 
beneath the castle roof-tree, wailing the days 
that are gone. Ay, gone ! Mark me, my 
neighbors, the glory of Longuedec has passed, 
never to return again." 

Her wail reached white-haired father Jehan. 
Drawing one lean hand from its grasp of his 
broad leather belt, he held it towards Barbe 
with the fingers spread as wide as their crook- 
edness allowed. 

" Peace, woman, get you within ; within, I 
say, to your distaff. This is no time to wail 
and croon over what has ever been the lot of 
frail humanity. Our chatelaine, God rest her 
soul, was a virtuous and pious lady, but she 
has gotten peace from pain, and rest from 
months of torment. She is taken, moreover, 
from the evil to come. Go you within, I say," 
he added sternly, **you and your babbling 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



7o A Ward of the King. 

sisterhood/' Then turning from Barbe to the 
crowd, *' Brothers," he raised his cackling voice 
till it quavered, " heavy trouble rides abroad, 
let us therefore keep at home, so that we es- 
cape the hawk's eyes of those robbers and mur- 
derers who now ravage the kingdom from end 
to end ; they plunder the defenseless, and ill- 
use all who come within their ken. Let us 
then bide quiet." 

He kept his lean hand outstretched till all 
the women had re-entered their cottages. 
Then he turned to the men. 

" Here, a word with you, Lao Kergoel, and 
with you, Mathieu Duroc." 

Two tall men turned towards him. Their 
broad but somewhat sloping shoulders were 
garbed like most of their fellows, with dark 
cloth jackets reaching below the waist and 
adorned with a multitude of buttons; their 
waistcoats, the under one showing below that 
worn above it, were also covered by rows of 
buttons. From the broad leathern waistbelt 
with huge brass buckle, descended short and 
baggy trousers of the same color as the jacket, 
these were met at the knees by black or brown 
cloth gaiters closely buttoned ; their hats were 
like those of old Jehan and the rest, black, low- 
crowned, and broad-leaved. 

The tomb of the d'Acigne's lay outside the 
church, not far from the projecting apse at its 
eastern end. Lao looked over his shoulder at 
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the diggers shoveling in the earth as he turned 
to walk with Mathieu and Jehan. 

Old Jehan was silent until they reached the 
farther side of the graveyard, he then held up 
one crooked finger to enlist the attention of his 
companions. 

" Hearken, my neighbors, the tale the pedler 
told was true. I am but yesternight returned 
from Guingamp, and talk was rife on the mar- 
ket-place. The noble Count of Laval lies sick 
on his bed. He was ready to claim his bride, 
wearying for her ; and lo ! you there, he must 
needs go a-hunting, when all— even to the 
lady's litter — was in readiness to set forward to 
Longuedec. The horses were set at the posts, 
for folks say it is a four days* journey between 
Laval and our castle, on account of the rough- 
ness of the roads. By St. Yves and all the 
blessed saints of Brittany '' — he doffed his hat 
and crossed himself — " sad mischance has be- 
fallen. The Count was flung from his horse, 
far from home, and grievously wounded, some 
say in the thigh, others again said that the hurt 
was a slight one, and that the Count will be 
ready to receive his fair lady by the time she 
reaches Laval. It is doubtless this mischance 
which hindered him from standing beside our 
chatelaine to-day and helping in the last rites 
offered for the departed Countess." Jehan 
glanced sharply at his companions to make 
sure that he had their ears, for though he was 
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an oracle among the women, the younger men, 
especially those who, like Lao and Mathieu, had 
spent their youth far from the village, in the 
Italian and the other wars which had been inces- 
sant ever since the accession of King Francis, 
held the patriarch's wisdom cheap, and had 
been heard to say old Jehan was a driveler. 

The old man was, however, reassured when 
Lao nodded, and Mathieu emitted a grunt of 
assent. He went on : 

** There are worse tidings than the mischance 
of the Count of Laval." Jehan lowered his 
voice, and jerked his head mysteriously ; the 
younger men listened with quickened interest. 
" I heard tidings, my masters, which might 
whiten your hair, and furrow your cheeks, be- 
fore Time sends his ploughshare through them. 
Mark me, lads, 'tis said, that our great Prince, 
Charles de Montpensier, Duke of Bourbon, 
and Constable of France, has broken his fealty 
to his liege lord. King Francis, and is about to 
join forces with the Emperor Charles, who, a 
murrain on him, is the sworn foe of France." 

Mathieu looked unbelieving, but he was slow 
to answer. 

At last he said defiantly, " Tis a foul slan- 
der. His Highness of Bourbon is the best 
friend I ever had ; FU not hearken to false 
tales against the noble prince." 

Jehan shook his head in grave reproof, and 
said loftily : — 
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** I had forgotten you were not one of us, 
your wife and your children are ours, and you 
have been a while among us, but there is no 
tie of blood between you and Longuedec. I 
mind me, you were raised in the Bourbonnais ; 
you may well have gloried in your duke, he 
was all that is great and noble, and I was slow 
to believe aught against him, but mark me, 
man," he turned and shook his open hand in 
Mathieu's face, while, forgetting his caution, 
his voice rose loud and shrill, ** duke and 
mighty prince he is, but if he be the traitor 
men call him, by the blood of Judas Iscariot, 
he is as worthless as the horse that throws its 
rider, a cur that bites the hand that feeds it. 
We must look to ourselves, lads ; these tid- 
ings being noised abroad, the country will be 
overrun by the robbers and cut-throats who 
have disbanded themselves for lack of pay ; 
till now, the Constable's very name has kept a 
check on these gentry, for he was known to 
give them short shrift ; he was, moreover, of 
kin to our late count. Tis said that a large 
army is gathering at Lyons, our brave Lord of 
Coetfrec is belike with it, or he would surely 
have been here to-day. It was a heavy ca- 
lamity for Longuedec when he succeeded to 
his inheritance of Orbec. He will not return 
to Brittany ; we can count on no a\d but our 
own. You are silent, Mathieu ? Hwe you 
nothing to say ? " 
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Mathieu had stood silently chewing a blade 
of straw, he answered doggedly, but his eyes 
glowered at old Jehan. 

" I say, seeing is believing ; when I hear 
my lord proclaimed a traitor from the market 
cross of Guingamp, with a price set on his 
head, I may believe in his treason, but not a 
day before, so help me God. Holy Saints I 
I wonder at you. Father Jehan. Fie, then, 
how can you at your age, greedily swallow the 
trash of pock-puddings, and then belch it forth 
for our bewilderment. Pardieu, but for your 
white hair, I would thrust the foul lie down 
your gullet. My Lord Constable has lived a 
pattern life for all, gentle and simple, to follow. 
He has been a pattern husband, father and 
son ; now, forsooth, because he is left a widow- 
man and childless, a certain royal lady seeks 
to beggar and despoil him of his just inherit- 
ance ; and you, the Father of the village, take 
upon you the office of spreading the lies she 
has coined to ruin the duke withal. I cry 
shame on all slander makers.*' 

** Peace, peace, my son, you may not so 
speak of our Regent, she — " 

" Look you, Father Jehan," Mathieu inter- 
rupted, ** 'tis but a month since I quitted 
Autun, my uncle there being seneschal to the 
Lord Bishop ; while I stayed with him at the 
palace, my uncle said, * Be wary of your words 
till need calls them forth ; then speak out 
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boldly, say to all who slander the duke, that 
the Bishop of Autun will answer for the Con- 
stable as he would for himself.' " 

Lao pressed forward, and struck his hand 
hard into Mathieu's palm. 

" Pardieu, let this be a bargain, comrade," 
he said, " by the Holy Cross, we will stand 
shoulder to shoulder for the loyalty and good 
faith of my Lord of Bourbon. Long live the 
noble Constable ! " 

They took off their hats, and waved them 
as they repeated Lao's cheer with ringing 
voices. 

Jehan shook his head in vehement disap- 
proval ; he crouched lower and lower to the 
staff now clasped between both his trembling 
hands. 

Mathieu turned suddenly on him. 

" Listen, Father Jehan," he said, **you must 
advance proof of what you affirm, you glibly 
cry treason against the duke ; but in what does 
it lie?" 

The old man was too angry to answer ; he 
was not accustomed to be gainsaid by the 
simple people of Longuedec ; white with 
mortified pride, he made slowly for his cot- 
tage-door. 

Mathieu and Lao shrugged their shoulders ; 
they had both served in battle under the 
Constable ; they had been far beyond the 
French frontier, and their outlook was con- 
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siderably wider than that of stay-at-home Jehan. 
Some months ago they had come home badly 
wounded, exempted for a time from active 
service ; they no longer bowed before the 
wisdom of the village oracle. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



Farewell. 77 



CHAPTER VII. 

FAREWELL. 

Jeanne had walked up the hill without 
speaking to the chaplain or to Gillonne. She 
turned, when she had entered the castle, and 
curtseyed to the chaplain ; then she said to 
Gillonne : 

" I would be alone, good friend, I am tired, 
and I have much need of reflection." 

There was so much dignity in the girl's 
manner that the woman bowed her head with- 
out remonstrance ; though, only that morning 
she had told Father Blaise that her young 
lady required cheering ; she had been left too 
much to herself. 

Of late, such sleep as Jeanne had taken, had 
been on a low couch beside her mother's bed ; 
she had now returned to her own chamber, 
and she stood beside the window looking out 
on the hills. She had grown to be even taller 
than her mother, and she promised to become 
a very beautiful woman. She threw off her 
heavy cloak and displayed a well-grown figure, 
already full of graceful curves and rounded 
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development. Her coif had fallen off with 
the hood that covered it, and her luxuriant 
hair showed golden threads amid its rich 
auburn, as the light touched it ; sorrow and 
fatigue had made her paler than usual, but her 
skin was very clear and delicate. Her lips had 
become redder and fuller, her rounded chin 
looked firmer and more thoughtful ; Jeanne 
had suffered a full year of sorrow and anxiety 
beside her mother's sick bed. 

She had been actually chatelaine ever since 
the beginning of the countess's illness, and the 
responsibilities thus forced on her, had rapidly 
developed the girl's character ; she was as old 
at seventeen as though she had lived five years 
longer ; for the time her natural sauciness was 
repressed by sorrow. 

Jeanne told herself that her life was now 
empty ; there was no one left to love. She 
had sent tidings of her mother's last illness to 
Madame de Chateaubriand, but no answer 
had reached her. At this remembrance she 
turned to the table on which lay the oherished 
portrait, and gazed at it long and earnestly, 

There was doubtless a singular and vivid 
likeness between those sweet dark gray eyes 
and her own, but Jeanne's were darker, and 
there was more fire in their depth ; there was 
also a steadfast expression in both eyes 
and lips which was lacking in the portrait. 
Jeanne, however, thought it was lovely, and 
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she kissed the sweet face before she replaced 
it on the table. 

All at once she remembered her husband, 
and his promise to claim her. It has been 
told how fate had willed that the count should 
not fulfil his intention of journeying to Lon- 
guedec. Jeanne shrugged her shoulders with 
something of her old impatience. 

" Twould have been better my lord had not 
gone a-hunting, when the sweet soul lay in so 
sore a strait,"— she checked the thought and 
began to wonder concerning RoUand de la 
Touche. 

He had never revisited either Coetfrec or 
Longuedec, he had had indeed scant oppor- 
tunity for setting in order his inheritance of 
Orbec— this had fallen to him a few months 
after Jeanne's marriage — he had been so con- 
stantly engaged either in the Italian campaign 
or in defending the frontier against the Flem- 
ings ; but still, something seemed to warn 
Jeanne that if her old friend loved her mother 
as he had said, he would before now have 
made some answer to the letter which she had 
sent him a few weeks before the countess 
passed away. 

"Yes, he would have come, he would have 
stood beside me at the grave, then he would 
have accompanied me to Laval. Did he not 
call me his little sister? He often said she 
was his second mother." 
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She resolved to write to RoUand, and to ask 
Father Blaise to carry her letter himself to 
Orbec. By this means she hoped to learn 
whether her old friend had really forgotten 
her, or whether some disaster had befallen 
him. 

She could not eat her midday meal, but 
when she had dismissed it, she sent for Leon, 
the seneschal, and gave him solemn charge of 
everything till such time as her lord, the 
Count of Laval, should claim his rights of 
seigneury. Then she turned from his cere- 
monious leave-taking, and bade Anne, a pretty 
Breton girl, who waited on her, summon Gil- 
lonne. 

When the tire-woman appeared, Jeanne de- 
sired to be left alone with her. 

" I have been conning this paper," she said 
sadly, " writ for my guidance by my sainted 
mother. In it she ordains that I take with me 
to Laval only two maidens, but she does not 
name them, I am free to choose for myself. 
I wish to choose Anne and Mathurine." 

Gillonne pressed her lips together and 
looked dissatisfied. 

** You do not favor Mathurine," Jeanne said. 
" You say that she is an alien, that you know 
not whence she comes, unless it be from those 
wanderers, who. Father Blaise says, are called 
by different names in the various countries of 
the world : Gitanas and Arabians, and Tsi- 
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ganas and Bohemians and many other names. 
I fear you are hard-hearted, dear Gillonne. 
You have often told me the girl's story ; how 
my mother took her from the arms of a dying 
gipsy as she lay beside the highway, brought 
her to Longuedec and had her baptized by the 
name of Mathurine. Even when she lived 
with old Barbe down in the village, you would 
not let me speak with her. She ig not as 
comely as Anne, but I have taken note of her 
since she has been up here to learn how to 
sew and broider like the rest of the maidens ; 
in good sooth she has a quick eye and a willing 
heart, she would sew a seam, while our sweet 
and dainty Anne made it ready to begin on. 
I cannot tell you why it is, Gillonne, for I do not 
know myself, but I feel drawn to Mathurine 
far more than I do to your favorite Genevieve.*' 

"Genevieve is quiet, Madame,'* Gillonne 
answered gravely ; **she is not saucy or mis- 
chievous ; above all, we know who she is, her 
mother and her grandmother have lived and 
died among us." 

Jeanne walked up and down the room before 

she answered. Suddenly she stopped in front 

of Gillonne, put both arms round the sad-faced 

woman, and burst into tears, **Be good to me,'' 

she sobbed, ** I have so little left me ; go, my 

Gillonne, tell Anne and Mathurine that they 

are chosen by their lady to accompany with her 

to Laval." 
6 
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Gillonne kissed her lady's hand, and prom- 
ised all should be as she wished, then she 
went away. 

The young chatelaine was glad to be alone ; 
she told herself that this was her last day of 
freedom. She had received a kind letter from 
her husband, condoling with her on her loss, 
and telling her of the accident which prevent- 
ed him from seeking her in person. He told 
her that he was sending her a fitting escort, 
and that he hoped to be able to mount a horse 
and ride forth to meet her before she reached 
Laval. Jeanne felt like a stone, all spirit and 
energy had left her ; she sat thinking sadly of 
the past. She had nothing to regret in quit- 
ting Longuedec, and yet she felt hopeless about 
her life at Laval ; she pictured it colorless and 
gloomy. 

Gillonne had placed on the table beside the 
portrait of Madame de Chateaubriand, a rough 
drawing of a dark-eyed, noble looking man 
with a somewhat haughty expression ; Jeanne 
bent over this, while she said softly : 

" Ah, noble prince, I have heard my father 
say, the noblest heart in France, if only I could 
have your wise counsel, I should not feel thus 
forlorn ; the great Duke de Bourbon would 
surely befriend his poor little cousin." 

She could not lie down to rest as if this were 
a mere ordinary day. When her maidens 
came, she sent them away saying she did not 
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need their services. Soon all was still in the 
castle ; she took a lamp and found her way 
down the dark stairs to the chapel. Kneeling 
before the altar, where she had so often knelt 
beside her mother, the girl prayed for help and 
guidance in the new life that was about to 
begin for her. 

She at last rose in a happier mind, resolved 
to trust entirely to her husband's kindness 
and wisdom. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



84 A Ward of the King, 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE JOURNEY TO LAVAL. 

On the following evening news came to 
Leon, the seneschal, that the escort sent by 
the Count of Laval had reached Benoulas, a 
village only half a league away, where it would 
stay the night ; it might be looked for early 
next morning at Longuedec. 

When Jeanne awakened she found Gillonne 
standing by her bed. She told her mistress 
that the escort was already approaching, and 
that several horsemen, headed by their leader. 
Monsieur le Baron de Retz, had already ridden 
up to the gates. 

Jeanne had forgotten her childish dislike to 
her husband's cousin, or if she recalled it she 
put it aside as a bit of childish folly. By the 
time she was dressed Gillonne reappeared ; 
she looked smiling and eager to tell her news. 

** Monsieur le Baron de Retz lays his homage 
at the feet of Madame la Comtesse, and if it 
accords with madame's good pleasure, he is 
ready to set forth again as soon as madame 
desires him to do so." Then changing her 
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formal tone, ** Holy Virgin ! there is some- 
thing to see in the courtyard ; a sight fit for a 
queen. There is a litter for madame ; ma foi, 
it is a marvel of beauty ; the inner curtains are 
of richest silk, broidered with golden flowers 
and green satin leaves ; the cushions and foot- 
stools are of broidered velvet from Genoa and 
bordered with a fringe of gold ; in one corner 
of the litter is a little mirror, 3et in a silver 
frame ; mon Dieu, it is truly a dainty nest, and 
the outside is in keeping ; madame will be at 
her ease, for the litter is well hung, and it 
holds all that is needed on a journey. Then 
besides, there is a wagon with four stout horses 
to carry the chests which our dear lady gave 
me charge to make ready long ere she left us, 
even to the pale gray robe for wearing on the 
journey." 

Jeanne glanced gratefully at her. 

" Good Gillonne. If you and the rest are 
ready I will go down." 

Etienne de Retz had declined to enter the 
castle ; he told the seneschal that haste was 
imperative, for owing to the badness of the 
roads they must travel far more slowly than 
they had in journeying from Laval. 

When Jeanne appeared at the castle en- 
trance, wrapped in a long black cloak and 
hood, she was impressed by his greeting. She 
was also pleased by the tact and good feeling 
shown in the few words in which he replied 
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to her inquiry for the Count of Laval. She 
looked admiringly at the litter and at the four 
fine horses harnessed to it, for Jeanne loved 
horses and all else that pertained to out-door 
life. She had desired that her own jennet, and 
a horse for Gillonne, should accompany the 
troop of men-at-arms which was to escort her 
to Laval. 

The late countess had directed that none of 
the men of Longuedec should accompany their 
young mistress on her journey. Although 
Leon, the seneschal, chafed and was ashamed 
that his mistress should depart in this fashion, 
he rejoiced that he was not compelled to de- 
crease his already slender garrison. 

All the old retainers stood grouped round 
the entrance gates, many of them had been in 
service at the castle before Jeanne's birth ; the 
young chatelaine threw back her hood and 
looked kindly at each one of the group as she 
bade them adieu ; she had dreaded this leave- 
taking, but the presence of De Retz and of the 
. many strange men-at-arms in the courtyard, 
helped her through the painful ordeal. It was 
a relief to find herself safely on her way, shel- 
tered from notice behind the closed curtains 
of her litter. 

The first part of the road was attractive, up 
and down and well-wooded ; when they had 
passed beyond the domain of Longuedec, in- 
stead of cultivated land and trees, there lay on 
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either hand, far stretching wastes, only varied 
here and there by uncouth gray boulders, or 
by cairns of gray rock. Now and then a tall 
crucifix mounted on steps rose beside the way, 
before which some of the soldiers crossed them- 
selves, and their handsome young leader bent 
his head. Now and again was a well almost 
closed round by gray stones on which was a 
rude image of the Blessed Virgin— a little way 
beyond was a water trough in which some 
black-skirted, white-capped peasants were 
washing clothes — ^these women were bare- 
footed and bare-legged. 

Jeanne was at first content to lean back 
among her cushions while she thought of her 
future. She was glad to see that Gillonne had 
yielded to her wish, and that Mathurine sat 
beside Anne on the low stools intended for 
their use at the farther end of the litter. Their 
mistress could not have told herself why she 
had asked for the attendance of this wild-eyed 
gipsy girl, for as such the Longuedec people 
regarded Mathurine. The countess had taken 
her from her dying mother's arms, as she sat 
beside the road, and had had the child reared 
in the village, till she was old enough to bene- 
fit by Gillonne's teaching. She was so original, 
so entirely different from the demure Breton 
girls, that she soon attracted Jeanne's notice. 
Mathurine was now a grown woman. Usually 
she was silent, but she seemed to have the 
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power of amusing her companions, and she 
had a rarely sweet voice when she sang. 

** Sing to us, Mathurine," her mistress said ; 
" it will help to wile away the tedious journey." 

The girl drew forth from a long bag which 
she carried slung at her waist, a strange look- 
ing lute ; she did not accompany her voice 
with this instrument, but touched a note here 
and there as if to keep herself in accord with 
the key in which she had begun her song. 

She sang a soft, wailing measure in which 
the notes were so sad that Jeanne drew forth 
her handkerchief to check her own tears from 
flowing ; but Mathurine was quick at sym- 
pathy, and she made the wail sound like that 
of a bird caged and pining for liberty. 

The song ceased ; then with a sudden change 
of measure, the rich voice poured forth a gush of 
melody that might have come from the throat 
of a bird, so generous and musical was its flow. 

It seemed to Jeanne, who listened in rapt 
delight, that it was the thanksgiving hymn of 
the freed bird as it soared heavenward on its 
mission of praise. She had not heard a song 
like this before, and she told herself she w^as 
already rewarded for her choice of Mathurine. 

At last the first night's halt was reached. 
As soon as Jeanne was settled in the best 
chamber of the inn, Gillonne went down to 
command supper to be served. 

She returned with a message :— 
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" Monsieur de Retz craves permission to wait 
on madame." 

Jeanne was hungry, she also longed for her 
night's rest. 

She made a whimsical grimace as she lis- 
tened to Gillonne ; she had sent her two maids 
to the chamber prepared for them, so that she 
was freed from restraint ; stretching out both 
arms she yawned as she answered : — 

" But how can I see him, dear Gillonne ? I 
am very hungry, and as tired as a soldier on 
the march ; I have also laid aside all my dig- 
nity with my traveling cloak. Monsieur is 
pleasant to look at, but he will expect dignified 
behavior from the wife of his liege lord. Can 
you not represent to him my fatigue? You 
may not say I am sorry, because, on the con- 
trary, I rejoice to escape this interview. Listen ; 
you must say that for the present I avoid all 
society." 

Gillonne smiled ; she bent her head, and 
went to seek De Retz. She found him walk- 
ing up and down the empty eating-room, his 
followers being quartered in a long outbuilding 
that ran beside the house, and from which a 
dozen or so of cows had been expelled to make 
room for the soldiers. 

He turned and looked at Gillonne with so 
much impatience, that the shrewd Breton 
woman took secret pleasure in delivering her 
mistress's refusal. She had not uttered an 
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opinion to Jeanne, but, considering the late- 
ness of the hour, she thought the young lead- 
er's request highly inconsiderate. 

While she made her lady's excuses, she 
noted that although the young noble's lips 
kept a pleasant expression, there was a fierce 
flash in his eyes, and this filled her with dis- 
trust. She recalled the grave and repressive 
silence with which Leon had listened when 
she, on the arrival of the escort at Longuedec, 
had praised the handsome face and knightly 
bearing of the young leader. She felt greatly , 
disturbed, and being by nature inquisitive, she 
lay awake for some time on the narrow pallet 
which she had pulled across her mistress's 
door, so that no one could possibly enter with- 
out awakening her. Gillonne was sorely puz- 
zled by the young baron's haughty manner. 
As she lay pondering how she could learn on 
what footing he stood at Laval, she at last de- 
cided to ask leave from her lady to ride on 
horseback instead of remaining closed up in 
the litter. She had keen eyes and quick ears, 
and she meant to use them. 

They had to rise betimes for their journey. 
Gillonne easily obtained her mistress's per- 
mission to make the rest of the journey on 
horseback ; the astute woman pointed out that 
there would be more room in the litter without 
her, and also that the vehicle itself would be 
lightened and able to travel more quickly. She 
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did not utter her suspicions lest she should 
alarm her lady. 

De Retz had been startled and surprised 
by Jeanne's beauty when she appeared at the 
castle entrance, and he was eager to see her 
again. He stood ready to help the young 
countess into the unwieldy vehicle, and greeted 
her in a quiet tone of sympathy, but he did 
not linger beside the litter. Jeanne leaned 
back among her cushions and smiled as she 
recalled her childish fear regarding him. It 
seemed to her that he was a useful and safe 
guard from the dangers of the road. 

The weather had become warmer, and the 
curtains were only half closed. As she saw 
him pass and repass she thought he made a 
gallant show ; his velvet garb was rich in 
embroideries, and a spray of precious stones 
sparkled in his velvet toque ; hanging from 
his girdle beside the hip, he wore a handsome 
escarelle from which dangled three long 
golden ornaments glistening with every move- 
ment in the sunshine ; the pommel of his long 
dagger was so encrusted with jewels that their 
brilliancy dazzled Jeanne's eyes while she 
gazed at him. 

She told herself that he was certainly hand- 
some, and was also a graceful and accomplished 
cavalier. Had she been less sad, she thought 
a talk with him would have cheered the mo- 
notony of the journey. 
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Gillonne now rode in front of the litter, and 
her uneasiness increased as she looked at the 
faces of the escort ; the men, and they were 
the strongest looking and best equipped, who 
kept close to their leader, did not please her ; 
they were brutal looking, she decided, while 
the more honest faces of the rest wore an ex- 
pression of discontent. These men spoke to 
one another in a low voice, but the observant 
woman remarked that on the approach of De 
Retz, their talk ceased. 

The evening was closing in, when she saw 
a horseman coming towards them from the 
direction they were following ; as soon as he 
drew near De Retz rode forward alone to meet 
him; when he reached the messenger, the man 
turned back, and they rode on in earnest talk, 
till a bend in the road hid them from sight. 
De Retz presently reappeared alone, riding at 
full speed towards his company. Gillonne had 
taken advantage of his absence to execute a 
scheme that had occurred to her. She had 
noted riding beside the litter, a quiet sober- 
faced man whom his companions called Gildas ; 
she had spoken to him at the inn, and he had 
given her a civil answer. 

She rode back to the side of the litter, and 
asked her mistress how she fared ; but Mathu- 
rine was singing, and Jeanne only nodded in 
answer. 

Gillonne was now nearly beside Gildas, she 
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slackened her pace and was soon riding abreast 
of him. She observed that he turned his head 
aside, as if he did not welcome her company, 
but Gillonne had become too anxious to be 
easily rebuffed. 

" This has been a pleasant day, my friend, 
both for man and beast." 

Gildas mumbled a surly answer, but with- 
out turning his head ; and for the time, Gil- 
lonne fell back and left him to himself. She 
had not been born at Longuedec, she had only 
lived there since she had become tire-woman 
to the late countess, and even then she had 
lived for some time with her mistress at Queen 
Anne's Court at Blois. Her natural cleverness 
and her power of sympathy, had given her an 
insight into men and women, and she was not 
hopeless of making a friend of the honest 
faced man-at-arms. 

Presently two troopers who rode behind 
her began to talk. 

• She could not understand all they said, for 
the patois they used was not the Breton spoken 
at Longuedec. She listened with renewed 
attention, and finally with alarm, for she gath- 
ered that the Count of Laval's illness was con- 
sidered dangerous, and that he was not likely 
to recover ; the next remark was spoken lower, 
and she thought it implied dislike of De Retz 
as his successor. 

Her pale face flushed with eager anxiety, 
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and she urged her horse forward, determined 
to question Gildas without further delay. 

When she was again abreast of Gildas, she 
saw that the young leader was riding towards 
the litter. Gillonne at once took her former 
place in front ; she knew that if De Retz 
noticed her he would think that she had been 
riding beside her mistress. 

He rode up and complimented Jeanne on 
the charming song he had heard as he ap- 
proached the litter. 

Jeanne answered coldly, for this seemed an 
invasion of her privacy, when so many of the 
troop were within hearing. 

** Yes, the journey is tedious, my lord ; I 
am glad to wile the time away. Will it be 
long before we reach Laval ? " 

** I hope the second day from this, madame, 
will see us at the castle gate." He was about 
to say something more, but Jeanne leaned back 
among her cushions, and contrived to move 
the curtain an inch or two forward between 
herself and the young noble. 

He smiled, but he was silent. He however 
kept his position near Gildas, till so near the 
halt for the night that Gillonne had not the 
chance of carrying out her purpose. 

At the evening's halt, the beds at the inn 
proved so uncomfortable that all the women 
were glad when the time came for rising, to 
resume their journey. 
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The young baron's smile was full of defer- 
ence, and he was so solicitous next morning 
in his inquiries, that Jeanne felt ashamed of 
her repressive behavior of the previous even- 
ing ; she answered him with more than her 
usual courtesy. 

Before midday arrived, the troop was joined 
by another messenger ; both horse and rider 
looked spent. Instead of riding on ahead, De 
Retz dismounted and bade the escort ride 
slowly forward. 

Gillonne had been on the watch, and now 
she boldly placed her horse next that of Gildas. 

" Will our road be rough like this all the 
way, my friend ? " she asked. 

Gildas felt amused by the woman's perti- 
nacity, some of his comrades had already 
teased him about his middle-aged mistress. 
He answered gruffly : 

** Faith, dame, I cannot be warrant for the 
road, without doubt it is better to-day than 
when we last journeyed along it, for the sky 
has been dry." 

" Was my lord the count's accident a bad 
one ?" she asked. 

The man stiffly turned his head, and looked 
her up and down. 

The survey seemed to satisfy him, he gave 
her a pleasant smile as he answered : 

** Pardieu, it was bad enough, he was sick 
nigh unto death when we left Laval, and no 
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wonder, it has cost him his right leg, and " 

he checked himself, and looked back. Gil- 
lonne also looked behind her but she could 
not see cause for his sudden silence. She 
pointed to a solitary magpie on the dreary 
waste, the bird was perched up on a rude 
fragment of granite which might have been a 
remnant of Druid worship. 

** That bird bodes woe for some among us, 
a cold hearth, and a desolate home," she 
looked keenly at her companion. 

There was doubt and alarm too in his eyes 
as he returned her glance, but his rugged 
brown face softened under the entreaty he 
saw in the woman's eyes. 

" You have been long in the service of your 
lady, eh, dame ? " he asked abruptly. 

Gillonne had always been treated with def- 
erence in the castle of Longuedec ; the vil- 
lagers too had regarded her with reverence, 
and she was startled both by the soldier's 
abrupt question, and by the tone of equality 
he used towards her. But, as has been said, 
she was a citizen of the world. 

" I was with my sainted lady long before 
she gave birth to the Countess of Laval," she 
answered composedly. 

" Good,'* he lowered his voice, *' you are 
then ready and willing to follow your mis- 
tress's fortunes"— he looked at the litter— 
" come what may." 
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" What can come ? " she answered signifi- 
cantly. ** I heard you say but yesterday that 
we shall reach Laval to-morrow, my mistress 
will then be safe in her noble husband's keep- 
ing." 

** May the good God so will it/* he crossed 
himself devoutly, and was silent. 

In a few moments Monsieur De Retz came 
riding up to the front. 

Gillonne and her companion were rather in 
advance of the litter as the young lord paused 
a moment to doff his jeweled hat and bow 
to the young countess. Gildas muttered, 
without glancing at his companion, " By my 
faith 'tis well to keep ears open as well as 
eyes ; there may oft be slips 'twixt cup and 
lip." 

De Retz was beside them reining in his 
horse. 

*' Gildas, take Yves and ride forward to 
Laval ; announce the speedy arrival of the 
countess, so that all may be in readiness at 
her coming." 

While he spoke Gillonne looked keenly at 
the young leader. He was, without doubt, 
handsome and distinguished-looking, but his 
expression made her feel full of distrust. It 
seemed to her that he looked actually cruel 
when he spoke of their arrival at LavaL The 
anxious woman asked lierself what would 
happen if the present Count of Laval did not 
7 
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recover and if this brilliant looking cavalier 
succeeded as next heir ? 

Again that night Giilonne lay awake ha- 
rassed by doubts and fears. Next morning 
when they set forth on the last stage of their 
journey, she resumed her place in the litter 
with her mistress. 

She had determined to give her some ink- 
ling of the fact of her lord's grievous sickness. 
It had evidently been kept from her ; the 
tire-woman soon found an opportunity. 

" I have heard sad tidings, madame," she 
said in too low a tone to be overheard by the 
others, who were busy packing Mathurine's 
lute in its bag and were folding cloaks and 
wraps. " I fear my lord count's illness is of a 
very serious nature." She repeated the sol- 
dier's words. 

Jeanne was greatly disturbed. 

" I pray that this may not be true," she 
said ; " did you learn it from the Baron de 
Retz?" 

** No, madame, but I had it from a trusty 
source, and I fear me it is so." 

Jeanne sighed. 

" I hear we are to reach Laval to-day." 
After that she hardly spoke again for an hour 
or more. Then the cavalcade began to mount 
a steep hill. 

Jeanne looked out of the litter, eager to get 
a glimpse of her future home, and half way 
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up a hill she saw the dark fortress castle of 
Laval. It was built on the hillside and was 
partly surrounded by the tall gable dwelling- 
houses which bordered the twisting streets of 
the town. The river Mayenne had to be 
crossed before they could reach the town and 
the castle gates. Jeanne was surprised to see 
guards at either end of the bridge. 

The hoarse blast of a trumpet gave warning 
of their approach ; the litter had soon passed 
through the market-square and was going at a 
quick rate over the castle, drawbridge. 

De Retz had ridden forward, and he was 
ready to help Jeanne to alight when the litter 
stopped before the dark frowning portal of 
Laval. 

Two grayheadedmen stood behind the young 
leader ; Jeanne recognized in one of them the 
chamberlain who had assisted at her marriage 
with the count, the other she guessed to be the 
seneschal. She looked for her husband while 
the two old men bowed low before her. 

She gazed anxiously from one to the other, 
the sad expression on both faces filled her 
with alarm. 

** How fares my lord ? '* She said this to 
the seneschal. 

De Retz took the answer on himself. 

" Will Madame la Comtesse be pleased to 
enter ? her anxiety can then be more fittingly 
satisfied/* 
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The chamberlain turned to lead the way, and 
De Retz walked beside Jeanne ; he looked ill 
at ease (and indeed this was the most difficult 
part of his undertaking), but the young count- 
ess did not notice him. 

She felt oppressed by the silent gloom of 
her reception, and the strange sense of un- 
reality which had beset her at the time of her 
marriage, again seized on her. 

She noted, as they followed the chamberlain, 
that the castle was larger and more gloomy 
than Longuedec ; it was some time before they 
arrived at the stairs that led to the next story. 

The chamberlain threw open a door, and 
showed a small anteroom ; sunshine came 
streaming in through the lozenge-shaped glass 
of a long narrow lattice ; he then opened 
another door, and ushered her into a larger 
chamber, strewn with green rushes, and hung 
with rich arras ; it was furnished with tables 
and cushioned seats. 

Jeanne saw that two other doors led from 
this chamber, but she was too anxious in 
regard to her husband to take much heed of 
her surroundings. She turned to question the 
seneschal, but she saw only De Retz, the cham- 
berlain, and Gillohne, the seneschal had not 
followed them. 

" Lead me to my lord's chamber," she said 
to the chamberlain. "I will seek him as he 
cannot come to me." 
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Her voice sounded strained and excited. 
Silence was the answer. 

De Retz kept his eyes on the ground ; the 
chamberlain glanced compassionately at the 
young countess. 

** Why do you not answer me ? " 

" Madame," the old man's voice trembled, 
"my lord count sleeps. When her excellency 
has recovered from the fatigue of her journey, 
I will again wait on her with tidings of my 
lord." 

He bowed low, then he said a few words to 
Gillonne, and led her to the open doors of the 
inner chambers ; showed her how to summon 
attendance ; finally, with another deep rever- 
ence to his mistress, he departed. De Retz 
followed him without a word. 

Jeanne stood still ; she was stricken with a 
sort of horror which, something seemed to 
warn her, it was useless to resist. Presently 
she sat down, and looking round, she saw that 
she was alone. ^ She guessed that Gillonne was 
in the bedchamber, and she followed her. 

" What is this mystery ? " the girl cried. 
" Tell me, Gillonne, what it means ? My hus- 
band must indeed be ill, for them to dare to 
keep me from him. Do you know more than 
you have told me ? " 

Gillonne's eyes were full of meaning as she 
said : 

" I learned nothing certain, dear lady ; I but 
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feared and doubted that my lord's sickness 
was heavier than we had been told it was. It 
may be that this slumber will restore him ; 
we must be hopeful and patient ; madame is 
mistress here and every one must perforce 
obey her commands." 

Jeanne's agitation increased, she bade Gil- 
lonne open the lattice, she felt stifled with 
pent-up feelings. She had shrunk from the 
prospect of married life, but later she had 
thought that the care of her sick husband 
would help to soften the sadness of her own 
recent trial. She had become eager to reach 
Laval ; but this mystery and gloom struck 
terror into her heart and chilled all her hopes. 

" Go fetch Anne and Mathurine, my good 
Gillonne, they are still below, and will be 
afraid among so many strangers ; they can 
occupy the inner bedchamber, you shall have 
that closet beside my door." 

The woman hesitated. 

" With your pardon, madame, I do not care 
to leave my lady alone." 

Jeanne smiled cheerfully. 

** Fie, Gillonne, you must not teach me 
cowardice ; this is my own home, I must 
therefore be safe in it ; to please you, if you 
will put the key inside I will lock my cham- 
ber door." 

The dignified tone caused Gillonne to won- 
der at the change these few days had made in 
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her young lady ; she stood waiting outside till 
she heard Jeanne turn the key in the lock, she 
then hurried downstairs to seek Anne and 
Mathurine. 

" I will learn the meaning of all this before 
I come up again," she looked round her as 
she went down, " the place has the aspect of 
a prison, but if there is such a thing as a 
woman within its walls, I shall learn all I w^ant 
to know and that quickly." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

JEANNE ASSERTS HERSELF. 

" Madame," Gillonne said next morning 
when her lady had risen, ** Monsieur De Retz 
has sent to crave permission to speak with 
your ladyship." 

The young countess had already sent Gil- 
lonne to inquire for her husband, and had 
received the answer that he slept. At this 
she had again sent to ask whether she could 
not watch beside the count as it was her wish 
to do so ; Gillonne brought back word that 
this permission could only be given by Mon- 
sieur De Retz, and that he was occupied. 

Jeanne therefore hoped that this announced 
visit might be the herald of better news ; in 
any case, she resolved to free herself from this 
wearisome imprisonment, for the seneschal 
had told Gillonne, on the previous evening, 
that the lady and her women were best in their 
own lodging. 

Jeanne walked round her chamber while she 
awaited her visitor ; the great beauty of the 
tapestry surprised her. On one wall was rep- 
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resented a picture of the exploits of Achilles 
at the siege pf Troy ; another showed the visit 
of Ulysses to^the court of Lysimachus, and the 
discovery of the young hero disguised in 
female attire. Jeanne was still engaged in 
studying these figures when De Retz was 
announced. 

His downcast expression alarmed her. 

He bowed, then advancing he took her hand 
and touched it with his lips. 

" I grieve, madame, to bring you sad tid- 
ings ; " his voice faltered, ** your noble hus- 
band, my honored cousin, has passed away." 

She started and grew white under the sud- 
den shock ; after a few moments she said : 

" I pray you, sir, take me to the chamber 
where he lies ; I must once more look on him." 

De Retz sighed. 

" That alas, madame, is no longer possible. 
To speak frankly, the sad end had come be- 
fore we reached Laval, and there were reasons 
which made speedy interment needful." 

There was horror in the girl's eyes. 

" I do not understand you, sir," she ex- 
claimed, ** you have deceived me. The count 
must have been dying when youquitted Laval ; 
why did you not warn me ? Why did you 
hasten me from Longuedec ? Sir, I am mis- 
tress here, 1 will know the meaning of this 
mystery. Why am I kept from entering my 
husband's chamber ? " 
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Jeanne had drawn herself up to her full 
height, and De Retz was as much surprised by 
her resolute mien, as he was by her beauty. 

** Calm yourself, dear lady,** his voice sounded 
sad and tender, " I pray you be seated, and 
give me a patient hearing. I have told you 
that my noble cousin is already buried, what 
I have to add may at first anger you, but if you 
will graciously hear me to the end, you will 
acquit me from blame ; I must however speak 
with you alone." 

Jeanne looked round her. 

" I see but Gillonne, sir, and she never leaves 
me. 

She spoke with brusque dignity. 

Her determined look showed De Retz that 
he must accept the confidante's presence ; he 
had resolved not to offend Jeanne ; if she chose 
at once to assert her independence, he was 
aware that it would be difficult for him to 
guide or influence her future movements with- 
out employing force, and that method would 
destroy the scheme he had planned. 

He hesitated, and the girl became impatient ; 
but as she met his glance of entreaty, the hor- 
rible suspicion she had conceived, died away. 

She seated herself ; and pointing to a chair at 
some distance from her own, she said slowly : 

" Be seated, sir, I wait your explanation of 
this strange story.'* 

He could hardly keep from smiling at the 
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girl's ready assumption of her position ; yet it 
fitted her as though she had always been mis- 
tress of Laval. Hitherto, he had seen her 
wrapped in her cloak ; now the close-fitting 
bodice of her gray cloth gown showed the 
beauty of her figure, her shapely arms were 
however hidden by long hanging oversleeves. 

She noted the singular grace of the young 
noble's movements, and the sad expression of 
his narrow dark eyes as he began to speak : 

** I feel, madame, that you must think your 
reception a strange one, and I will endeavor 
to justify my seeming deception ; to do this, I 
shall have to speak of myself, and go back to 
the time when my godfather first took me into 
his esteem." 

Jeanne's keen glance seemed to search his 
soul, but his face remained sad and impene- 
trable. 

" Did my lord bring you up from child- 
hood ? " she asked. 

**Alas, no, madame. Would that my lot 
had been thus happily ordered. I believe 
that my cousin and godfather, for he was both, 
had been interested in my welfare, long before 
we met. I w^as only summoned to Laval 
shortly before I accompanied him to Longue- 
dec." He hurried his next words, for he did 
not wish Jeanne to recall the past. ** My cou- 
sin said that he should provide for my future, 
in order to compensate for the probable dis- 
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appointment to my hopes. You are perhaps 
aware, madame, that I am next in succession 
to the countship of Laval." 

She bent her head. 

** I intrude this on madame's notice, so that 
she may better understand the devoted affec- 
tion and obedience I felt towards my cousin. 
He was already sick and suffering when tid- 
ings of the approaching death of Madame 
d'Acigne' reached him, and he sent for me. 

** * Etienne,' he said, * you must at once send 
off a messenger to Longuedec. Padre Am- 
brogio must write a letter telling the Countess 
of Laval of my mischance ; you must without 
delay set forth with an escort and fitting at- 
tendance to claim my bride, and bring her to 
Laval.' 

** I demurred at this proposal, though I knew 
that every preparation had already bleen made 
for your reception. I said that I could not 
leave him while he was in such painful plight. 
I asked that some one might be sent in my 
place, or that the matter should stand over till 
he was himself able to go and claim you. My 
remonstrance was useless. The count was in- 
flexible ; he said he had promised your lady 
mother to claim you as soon as she had passed 
away ; he must keep his word. He added 
that the seneschal and the padre would see 
that he was carefully tended. He reminded 
me that the chaplain's skill in medicine had 
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already availed him. He promised me that if 
needful, he would summon the king's leech 
from Amboise. Upon this I ventured to tell 
hini that it seemed a gloomy time in which to 
bring a young bride home ; but my cousin 
bade me think of your unprotected position at 
Longuedec, when the country was known to 
be infested by marauders. My opposition at 
last angered him, and when he said that only 
to me could he intrust so precious a charge as 
the safety of his wife, I felt compelled to obey 
him." 

He stopped and looked at her. 

Jeanne could not speak, she felt too unbe- 
lieving ; the story sounded plausible but false. 
She still told herself that if this were the truth, 
she ought to have learned it before she quitted 
her own. home. 

De Retz saw doubt in her eyes. 

" Madame is naturally surprised that I did 
not speak of this on my arrival at Longuedec. 
She now sees I had however no choice but to 
obey my cousin : I was to escort you without 
delay to Laval. I ask madame to picture to 
herself the blow I received on our arrival at 
Laval. I then learned that soon after my de- 
parture, the count had passed away, and that 
he had already been laid in the tomb of his 
ancestors." 

Jeanne's face was hard and without expres- 
sion, she felt like a stone. 
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" Madame now understands ? '* 

She brusquely interrupted him. 

" Pardon me, sir, I must still blame you. I 
should have been told the truth when I en- 
tered the castle. I am not a child, sir ; this 
concealment was as needless as it was foolish." 

She looked highly displeased as she rose 
and turned to leave the chamber, followed by 
Gillonne. 

De Retz had expected a scene, tears, and 
perhaps hysterics ; the girl's firm dignity dis- 
concerted his plans, but before the door closed 
on her, he recovered himself : 

" I pray you, madame, grant me a moment, 
after which, I will forbear to intrude on your 
sorrow." 

Jeanne winced ; she had not shed a tear or 
shown sorrow for her husband's death ; the 
shock of her surprise had dulled other feel- 
ings ; through the cloud of deep grief caused 
by the loss of her mother, this fresh bereave- 
ment failed to reach her heart. 

De Retz went on speaking: — 

" My cousin, madame, bade me remember 
that you are a Ward of the King. His Majesty 
is therefore your natural protector in your 
widowed estate. I have to tell you, madame, 
that to my sorrow, I am summoned to join 
the camp at Lyons. I shall feel honored, I 
need not say how welcome a guest you will 
be, should you wish to remain at Laval, until 
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you have recovered from tlie fatigue of the 
journey, and from the shock which most un- 
willingly I have had to administer ; but should 
you prefer to seek the King's protection, I will 
accompany you wheresoever you may wish to 
present yourself to his majesty." 

"I thank you, my lord, for your proffered 
kindness, but as I have a friend at court, I pre- 
fer to go there. If you will convey me to 
Amboise I shall be grateful. I need not fur- 
ther burden your kindness." 

She spoke graciously. He seemed so de- 
termined to befriend her, that she felt ashamed 
of the anger she had shown. 

He bowed. ** I am at the disposal of ma- 
dame. Will it suit her to ride on horseback 
instead of journeying in the litter ? By this 
means we shall far sooner arrive at our destina- 
tion." 

Jeanne smiled. De Retz told himself that 
he had already won her liking. 

** I should have proposed to ride," she said. 
" I am already rested, and ready to set for- 
ward to Amboise." 

He bowed, and left her without further 
leave-taking. 

When he had closed the door, Jeanne 
turned to her tire-\voman ; she saw that the 
woman's strong, dark face was full of discon- 
tent. 

** What is it, Gillonne ? " What else can we^ 



112 A Ward of the King. 

do ? It appears that we cannot safely remain 
at Longuedec, and I will not stay here, now 
that I am no longer mistress of Laval." 

" Your pardon, madame ; does madame then 
forget that the convent of Holy Trinity at Caen 
is always open to her. The kind Abbess vis- 
ited my dear lady, when you, madame, were 
still a child. While my dear lady lay ill, she 
told me that, if you had been still unmarried, 
she should have wished to place you under 
Madame de Caen's guardianship.'* 

For the first time since her mother's death, 
the old mischievous smile sparkled on Jeanne's 
face, and brightened her deep gray eyes. 

" Fie then, Gillonne, it is treason to be un- 
dutiful to the king, and could not be thought 
of ; moreover, Amboise attracts me, I shall at 
last have the pleasure of embracing my long- 
loved cousin, Madame de Chateaubriand." 

Gillonne abruptly turned away, she knew 
she must be looking very sour. She had al- 
most forgotten the girl's childish infatuation 
for the frail court beauty, who was still the 
reigning favorite. The resolute woman had 
already determined that her mistress should 
not be corrupted by the atmosphere of the 
the court ; but she held her peace, she knew 
only too well the strength of Jeanne's will, and 
her contradictory nature. 

It was plain to her that she must get outside 
help. There was but one person who could 
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now influence the Countess of Laval, and she 
must seek him, though she knew not where he 
was to be found. 

Rolland de la Touche had deserted Coetfrec 
ever since he had succeeded to his Norman 
inheritance of Orbec ; and rumor said that he 
had, for long spells of time, been absent from 
France; sometimes in Italy, but more fre- 
quently in the Low Countries. Jeanne had 
sent a messenger to summon him when her 
mother lay dying, but word had come that the 
Vicomte was still in Ghent, and that his return 
thence was uncertain. As Gillonne recalled 
this, she wondered where she could look for 
him. 

" You do not answer," her mistress said ; 
** what ails you, Gillonne ? " 

The woman turned her perplexed face to- 
wards Jeanne. 

** I would fain have asked a favor of 
madame, but that was before I learned the 
new sadness which had befallen her. I have 
a cousin in a town not far away, and with 
madame's gracious leave, I could ride to see 
her, and rejoin madame on the way to Amboise ; 
but if madame is to journey on horseback, she 
will need me beside her all the way.*' 

** Go to your cousin, good Gillonne," Jeanne 

smiled at the faithful woman, ** and you need 

not hasten your return ; you will find me safely 

lodged at Amboise, with Madame de Chateau- 
8 
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briand ; you shall set forth with us, and I 
shall ask Monsieur de Retz to spare two trusty 
men to safeguard you to the house of your 
cousin.** 

Gillonne thanked her mistress, she rejoiced 
to have the opportunity to seek the Vicomte 
d'Orbec, but she secretly resolved to choose 
her own escort. 
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CHAPTER X. 

gillonne's escort. 

As soon as Gillonne had made all ready for 
the journey, she left her mistress, and found 
her way to the guard-room. Gildas was 
standing near the entrance, and she asked 
him where she could find Monsieur De 
Retz. 

The man looked keenly at her, then he said 
with some significance : 

** It is wiser to call folks by their right names, 
mistress tire-woman. You will find his noble- 
ness, the Count of Laval, in the seneschal's 
chamber yonder ; I cannot promise that he 
will speak with you, there is much a-doing 
with us all." 

Gillonne thanked him, and then hurried to 
where he pointed ; she had already learned 
where to find the seneschal. 

On her way she met the young count. She 
made a respectful courtesy, and when she had 
explained her errand, she asked that Gildas 
might accompany her to Mayenne. She had 
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carefully thought out her plan, but entirely 
from her own point of view, and the count's 
answer disconcerted her. 

** I have other work for Gildas, my good 
woman," he smiled so pleasantly, that she felt 
sure he enjoyed her discomfiture, ** but you 
are welcome to the escort of two of my best 
men-at-arms, Gaspard and Philippe ; I will 
instruct them to go with you to Mayenne." 

He turned abruptly, and went back to the 
seneschal's chamber. 

Gillonne stood in silent dismay. She had 
already noticed Philippe, a deaf, ill-favored 
man ; but she disliked and feared Gaspard, a 
showy, dashing fellow, whose talk was always 
loud and seasoned with many oaths. She had 
noted his insolent admiration of Anne and 
Mathurine ; she saw too that this dark-faced 
swashbuckler, as she termed him, was seem- 
ingly in high favor with his master. Gillonne 
had more than once secretly crossed herself 
as he passed her by ; she thought he was a 
likeness of the Evil One. 

Gillonne's father and her brothers had all 
served in the wars, so that from childhood she 
had lived among soldiers, and she had eagerly 
listened to tales of beleaguered castles, and 
stratagems used in taking them. She had 
resolved that she would reach the Chateau 
d'Orbec, and get speech with its lord ; she 
could have taken counsel with a man like 
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Gildas, and asked advice about her journey, 
she felt sure he was honest, but she would 
have to be extremely wary with Gaspard ; he 
must not have an inkling that she was bound 
for any other place than the nearest village on 
the north side of Mayenne. 

It was so long since she had heard of her 
cousin that possibly the woman and her hus- 
band might both have died ; in that case, 
unless she managed cleverly, she would be 
expected to return with her escort and join 
the party on the way to Amboise. Her fixed 
intention was to reach the Chateau d'Orbec 
with the least possible delay. 

She had already gathered that Orbec lay on 
the side of Lisieux nearest to Mayenne. Gil- 
lonne was brave, and the difficulties of her 
expedition only excited her as she climbed 
the dark stairway leading to her mistress's 
chamber. 

When Jeanne asked to hear mass before 
their departure, she learned that the chaplain 
was indisposed. 

The cavalcade was soon ready. They started 
under a gray and louring sky ; the women 
were shielded against rough weather by heavy 
cloaks which wrapped them from head to foot, 
and hid their figures. Jeanne wore a black 
riding mask across the upper part of her face ; 
but for the rich ornamentation of her saddle 
and the glitter of her horse-trappings, there 
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was nothing to distinguish her from Gillonne 
and the other two women. 

They had not ridden far from the castle 
when they reached a road which ran north- 
wards ; here the party halted, and Gaspard and 
Philippe came riding up to their leader who 
had placed himself beside the countess. 

"This, madame," De Retz said, "is the 
escort your woman asked for ; she will have to 
follow this road ''—he looked towards it — " to 
reach Mayenne." 

Jeanne bowed. " I thank you. Monsieur, 
Adieu, Gillonne, take heed to yourself , we shall 
soon meet at Amboise." 

She stretched out her hand. The woman 
bent and kissed it ; then drawing the hood of 
her cloak round her face, she rode away with 
her two guardians. But soon she felt strangely 
timid ; she took herself to task for this. 

" Eh then, what can harfti me ? I can surely 
free myself from their company ? I am a good 
horsewoman ; I am strong, and by nature I am 
fearless ; I am past forty, but the saints be 
praised, I am as active as I was a score of years 
ago.*' 

She had traversed the country they were in, 
in her girlhood, and she remembered that near 
Lisieux, it became flatter than" it was in Brit- 
tany ; she had traveled with Madame d'Acigne' 
from Mayenne to Alencon, and from Alencon 
to Lisieux ; she remembered that a long, 
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straight, monotonous road went northward all 
the way. If she could safely get to Alencon, 
she should be able to find her own way to *Or- 
bec. The cousin she was going to seek at 
Mayenne had married a native of Alencon, and 
although she and her husband had settled at 
Mayenne, it was possible they had returned to 
the larger town. It would greatly help her 
plans if she found herself obliged to journey 
to Alencon with her escort. This being planned 
to her satisfaction, Gillonne began to listen to 
the talk of the men-at-arms. 

Philippe was deaf, and as he rode rather in 
front of Gaspard it was easy for her to gather 
that the fierce looking, dark-eyed fellow was 
ridiculing Philippe's last words. 

" Amboise ! say you, bully, I cry you mercy ; 
the captain will not carry the wenches to Am- 
boise ; if he did, morbleu, they would have the 
journey for naught. The king has gone to 
visit the Constable at Moulins, I heard my 
lord say to the priest before we quitted 
Laval." 

Philippe's face was turned towards his com- 
panion, and Gillonne saw a dogged look spread 
over it ; he answered in the loud tone of a 
deaf person. " In that case, my lord will go 
south at Tours ; Amboise would take him out 
of the road ; there is not so much as a by-road 
to Moulins, till they reach Blois. But why 
should the king visit the Constable at Moulins? 
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Morbleu, from all I hear there is not much 
love lost between them." 

Gaspard sneered : 

** A man should be chary of his opinions, 
friend Philippe, when he loses his hearing ; it 
is common report that the Constable will turn 
traitor ; he will soon be in arms and will take 
part with the accursed English swine and the 
German fox against his sworn lord and master, 
the king of France." 

"That cannot be," Philippe said sullenly; 
" I have served under the duke, and I have 
seen him charge the enemy, Misericorde ! so 
brave a soldier cannot have turned traitor. Do 
you wish me to credit that the king has jour- 
neyed to Moulins to put the Lord Constable 
under arrest ? *' 

Gaspard nodded. 

" Grands diables! " he exclaimed loudly, " ere 
long there will be rare fighting. I would give 
much to be there to see King Francis try to 
capture the royal Constable of Bourbon in his 
own city of Moulins. By my faith, it will not 
be easy, the Bourbonnais will rise and rally 
round its duke ; I would we had reached May- 
enne, there we shall learn tidings, the mistress 
of the Croix d'Or is quick at gleaning 'news." 

Philippe answered doggedly. 

" Sainte Vierge ! a woman knows nothing 
truly, she will make up a tale sooner than con- 
fess she has no tidings." 
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Gaspaxd did not answer. They rode on in 
silence, taking no more heed of Gillonne, than 
as if she were a bundle of clothes on the horse 
that bore her. When they presently slackened 
speed to mount another hill, she called out to 
Gaspard : 

** Did I hear rightly, my friend, that the king 
is not at Amboise ? '* 

He gave her an insolent glance. 

"Likely enough, mistress, the news has been 
common talk ever since we left St. Brieuc ; 
you may have seen a messenger bring the news 
to the Count of Laval, as we rode forth from 
the town. Pardieu ! you are like poor Philippe 
here, who gathers up news when all the world 
has done with it." 

Philippe looked uneasy, he heard his own 
name, but that was all ; he glanced back at 
Gaspard, then at Gillonne. 

" The king will have gone to Moulins to 
learn the truth," Gillonne said. " He is ever 
on the side of mercy." 

There was insolent contempt in Gaspard's 
face as he looked at her ; he felt degraded to 
have been put in charge of an old woman, as 
he termed her ; also, he had a fancy for Anne, 
and had promised himself some pastime with 
the young Bretonne. This journey had taken 
him away from her, and he cursed the tire- 
woman as the cause of his disappointment. 

" Say you so, mistress ? " he sneered. " You 
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appear learned in the ways of kings. I war- 
rant your lady will find the ride to Moulins a 
long one." 

Gillonne felt the alarm he intended to give 
her. 

" Do you mean that my lady will be taken 
to Moulins instead of to Amboise ? " 

Her anxiety showed in her eyes, and the 
soldier laughed loudly. 

" Cheer up, old girl. Fear nothing. Pardieu, 
your pretty lady is safe with our count ; he has 
a rare eye for a comely face. When he has 
finished the matter he has in hand, I warrant 
you, he will wed her, and take her home with 
him to Laval. You may be sure our noble 
king's consent will not be lacking." 

He again laughed, and this time with such 
brutal emphasis that Gillonne would not an- 
swer. She was glad that the rapidly failing 
light hid her face, she felt sure it must betray 
her dislike to this ruffian. She saw that she 
had acted unwisely in leaving her mistress, and, 
after all, her plan might prove unsuccessful, 
for it was possible that she should not find 
RoUand de la Touche at the Chateau d'Orbec. 
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CHAPTER XL 

AT THE CROIX D'OR. 

It was dark when they reached the Town- 
gate of Mayenne, that is to say it was very 
dark in the narrow twisting streets within the 
gate. Gillonne told herself she had best wait 
for next morning before she tried to find her 
cousin. But there was far more light around 
them when they reached the Croix d'Or, for 
the dirty looking hostel so called stood on 
a bit of waste ground, and had no houses 
beyond it. 

A stout, fair-haired woman, rosy-cheeked, 
and with handsome shameless blue eyes, came 
out, candle in hand, at the sound of their 
arrival ; Gaspard had dismounted, and going 
up to him she flung an arm round his neck, 
and kissed him. 

" Welcome, most welcome, my brave sol- 
dier, of a truth you are a sight to heal sore 
eyes." 

" Foy de ma vie," he cried out, as he threw 
back his head, " have a care you do not singe 
my beard with your candle." 
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He kissed her heartily, ** How fares the pa- 
tron ? " he said. 

" Ouais ! the imbecile, he is well enough, 
he has gone to Javron ; may joy go with him ; 
he has to carry from Javron a wagon load of 
slates to Lisieux, for the roof of the Maison 
Valois, you know it, in the Grande Rue of 
Lisieux. Holy Virgin ! what have we here ? " 
she exclaimed as she caught sight of Gillonne's 
cloaked figure. 

"Pouf ! What matters it? Some one I am 
escorting to the house of her friends here in 
Mayenne." 

The woman came forward, and held up her 
candle till the light fell full on Gillonne's face, 
plain and pale and angry. The hostess turned 
to Gaspard with a laugh. 

" By my faith, she is no beauty. I thought 
I had caught you out again at your devil's 
tricks, you good-for-nothing." Then raising 
her voice and curtseying, "Welcome, ma- 
dame, shall I show madame to her chamber ? " 

Gillonne was wearied by her long journey ; 
she was glad to dismount and follow the hos- 
tess into the house and up some uneven stairs. 
She stumbled in the semi-darkness, but she 
had not far to go. The room she entered 
looked miserable, and was open to the rafters 
above. She saw that the floor was dirty, and 
that here and there were wide spaces between 
the planks. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



At the Croix D'Or. 125 

The hostess set down the light she carried 
on a table near the bed, which looked fairly 
clean. 

** I will come and seek madame when supper 
is served/' she said. 

"Thank you," Gillonne answered, "I will 
stay here, for I am over-tired ; you can send 
me a crust of bread and a cup of wine ; I will 
take my supper here." 

She shrank from the touch of the plump 
hands which had begun to unfasten her cloak. 

The woman felt her movement, and looked 
fixedly at the dark-browed severe face. She 
reddened and muttered something. Then in 
a scoffing tone, " Bread and wine, say you, 
mother, we can better that fare, forsooth, at 
the Croix d*Or. We keep no vigils or fasts 
here, my good dame." 

Gaspard's voice came loudly upstairs. 

** Louise, Louise, nom de diable ! where 
are you hidden ? Come quick and bring wine, 
the best the cellar holds." 

" There, there, be patient," the hostess cried. 
" I come in a twinkling," and she hurried down- 
stairs. 

Gillonne was glad to be alone. She found 
it, however, difficult to shut her ears to the 
evil talk that came up from the room below. 
She went to the lattice ^nd looked forth. 
There was not much light, but she made out 
below her, a courtyard round which the house 
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seemed to be built. Sounds from an open 
door on the opposite side of the yard told her 
that there lay the stable. While she stood 
looking out, a savory smell from below warned 
her that supper was in progress. Presently, 
somewhat of a lull came in the laughing dia- 
logue between Gaspard and the hostess. 

A red-haired lad presently came upstairs and 
entered the chamber, bearing a trencher full 
of savory stew in one hand, and in the other, 
a knife and a cup of wine ; under his arm he 
carried a long brown loaf. 

" Will this serve your turn, mistress ? " the 
lad asked in a hoarse voice. 

" It is all I want, thank you," she answered. 
" Good night, I am weary and shall be glad to 
sleep when I have supped." 

Gillonne tasted the food, and found it better 
than she had expected ; the wine, too, though 
rough, was sound. She felt greatly refreshed 
by her supper. 

But she did not undress, or lie down on her 
bed, she drew the wooden bar across her door 
into its sockets, and then sitting down, she 
planned her next step. 

It has been said that Gillonne was observing 
and courageous, she was also extremely capa- 
ble, and had the habit of noting and of piec- 
ing together small facts, that is sometimes so 
remarkable in an upper servant, especially in 
an experienced French maid. She continued 
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to think over the events of the day. She 
could not feel 'any trust in Gaspard ; he was 
as unscrupulous as he was insolent. He must 
have seen that she stood high in the favor of 
her mistress, yet he had put no bridle on his 
insolent tongue. 

He evidently did not fear that she might 
complain of his behavior when she rejoined 
the countess. A cold chill suddenly seized 
Gillonne ; the chamber, it is true, was both 
cold and damp, yet hardly so much so as to 
make the hardy woman shiver violently, while 
her teeth chattered as if she were ague-stricken. 
She saw all at once the truth, De Retz had 
discovered her distrust of him, and if he meant 
as Gaspard had said, to wed her lady, he would 
naturally wish to rid himself beforehand of 
her trusted waiting- woman. 

She grew colder and colder, as she sat pon- 
dering these things. When she heard of the 
change of route, she had thought it would be 
wiser to give up her plan of seeking the 
Vicomte, she had therefore determined to rise 
before the house was astir, to seek her cousin, 
and then return to the inn, and tell the two 
soldiers she was ready to go back with them 
to her mistress. 

But now she thought it would not be safe to 
remain in Gaspard's guardianship. 

The noise of a dispute in the room below 
came up to her through the spaces between 
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the boards under her feet. The hostess seemed 
to be excusing herself. 

Then came Gaspard's loud laugh. 

** Off with you, saucy wench, bring another 
flask of your best, and hark ye : clear your 
house of guests as soon as may be ; my com- 
rade here wearies for his bed, but I must first 
have a word with him. Get you gone, Louise, 
I say." 

The door was slammed to: then all was 
silent. 

Gillonne knelt down and laid her ear to the 
floor, she heard a stealthy movement below, 
then the door was softly opened, and as softly 
closed. The woman's heart beat quickly, she 
glanced at her own door ; the bar she had put 
across it was fairly stout. She was soon re- 
assured on this point ; Gaspard's voice below 
showed her that he had probably looked out 
to secure himself against a listener in the 
passage, 

" Philippe," the sound came somewhat 
muffled through the floor ; it seemed as if 
Gaspard had put his lips close to his compan- 
ion's ear, ** in the fiend's name, wake up, man ; 
now open wide your ears and listen. His 
excellency said to me that he did not require 
me to bring back that cursed old woman ; do 
you follow me ? " 

A sleepy " Yes" came in answer. 

" Mark me, bully, if the hag does not find 
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her cousin, she will, after what she heard to- 
day, move heaven and earth to get back to her 
mistress. We can, it is true, secure her horse, 
but, nom de diable ! this woman has nimble 
wits. I have noted that the older a woman 
grows, the sharper grow her wits ; 'tis the 
devil's compensation for the loss of all excuse 
for her continued existence." His laugh 
sounded brutal to the pale listener ; he went 
on, but in so muffled a tone, that though she 
strained her ears, she could not make out the 
words. Moving noiselessly over the floor, she 
placed her ear on a wider crack through which 
light showed from below. She heard the next 
words, plainly. 

" Mark me, if she sees her lady again we 
shall both smart for it. What is to be done, 
bully ? What say you ?" 

" She need not see her again, she — *' 

The rest of the answer was so indistinct, 
Gillonne could not make it out. She pressed 
her hands together, they were clammy with fear. 

Gaspard laughed. 

" Nom de diable, friend, that last counsel is 
to the point ; I knew you would not stick at a 
trifle." 

Gaspard's voice sounded triumphant. 

In a moment or two Philippe again spoke, 
this time more distinctly. 

" Morbleu, there is but one way and you 
know it. Mark you, it touches more than the 
9 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I30 A Ward of the King. 

old beldame's life, there is profit to be gained 
for both of us ; she carries a purse at her girdle, 
I warrant you 'tis richly lined/' 

Gaspard's voice broke into his companion's 
words. 

" Well said, bully, well said ; hadst ever an 
eye for crown pieces. We will leave a silent 
tongue behind us, and then, by heaven ! we 
ride hard till we join the count. Have your 
sleep out here till morning ; I go to speak 
again with Louise. When morning breaks, 
she shall tell our charge where to seek her 
cousin. Listen, Philippe, pardieu, you are 
already half asleep, when she leaves the Croix 
d'Or, you and I will follow closely. There is 
more than one quiet corner in Mayenne, in 
which we need not fear interruption to our 
little affair." 

Heavy steps crossed the room below ; a door 
was opened and closed, but the steps did not 
mount the stairs, they died away into stillness. 

The cold, shivering woman lay prone on the 
floor, her heart beat so thickly that she felt 
choked. It seemed to her that the footsteps 
did not leave the house. 

Presently she rose, moved softly to the win- 
dow and blew out her candle, then sat down 
on the bench stupefied with terror, and hid 
her face in her hands. How could she hope 
to escape from these ruffians ? 

But hope and courage soon returned to 
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Gillonne : she opened the lattice and stared 
down into the darkness ; not a light showed 
in any of the windows that looked into the 
courtyard. 

" I have the night before me," she reflected. 
" If I can but get out of the inn, I may be 
miles away before morning." 

A sound in the room startled her, she held 
her breath and listened, something scuttled 
over the floor. ** A mouse,*' she told herself, 
and felt reassured. After a little, a prolonged 
snore from the room below gave notice that 
the deaf man was again asleep. 

Gillonne sat perfectly still for a time that 
seemed to her interminable, while the heavy 
snoring came up to her through the floor. 

She guessed that Gaspard was with the 
hostess. 

At last she gently unbarred her door, and 
opened it. The same discordant noise from 
sleepers in other chambers reached her, there 
was no other sound in the house. 

The Breton woman felt that the time had 
come for action ; she groped till she found her 
cloak, and put it on, then opening the front of 
her woolen robe, she drew forth a sheathed 
dagger, and stuck it into the girdle that secured 
her purse to her waist. She wondered how 
Philippe had caught sight of this purse, hid- 
den as it was by the folds of her cloak. 

She gathered the cloak closely round h^ 
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and with a brief prayer for help she began 
noiselessly to go down the rickety stairs, care- 
ful of every footstep, for she had noted some 
broken places as she mounted them. 

It was not easy to find her way along the 
dark passage below, but she felt fairly confi- 
dent there would not be bars or bolts between 
the house and the stable. She reached the 
passage, and was moving softly along it, in 
the direction of the yard, when she suddenly 
stopped. 

A strange sound came from the right. Gil- 
lonne leaned against the wall, she was sick 
with alarm, and clutched at her dagger. A 
few moments* listening told her that a series 
of drunken hiccoughs from some sleeper in a 
chamber beside the passage, had caused her 
terror. 

She went stealthily on again till she reached 
the wall at the end ; here she found the door 
of the passage, and as she expected, it was not 
bolted. 

It opened and closed easily, the keen air 
told her she was in the open courtyard, but 
fresh alarm seized her when she saw light in 
the stable opposite, a glimmer showed through 
a grating in the wall. 

" Holy Virgin ! " she thought, " if any one 
should be sleeping in the stable, I am lost.'* 

She stood waiting, to accustom her eyes to 
the darkness ; stars were twinkling brilliantly 



Digitized by 



Googk 



At the Croix D'Or. 133 

overhead ; she presently made out that the 
stable door was just beyond the grating, through 
which the light showed. 

She crossed the yard and put her ear to the 
door ; opening it a couple of hand-breadths 
she peeped into the stable ; she could see only 
horses within ; she blessed the lantern, for its 
glimmer enabled her to find her own beast 
without delay. His saddle and bridle hung 
above him and the intelligent creature recog- 
nized her and licked her hand. Gillonne 
loved horses, and felt at home in a stable ; she 
soon saddled and bridled the horse, and then 
she led him quietly out, till they had passed 
under the archway that led to the road outside. 
She led him on past the inn, then she climbed 
into the saddle and rode away. 

She had noted the hostess's words about a 
wagon load of slates with which her husband 
would next morning go to Lisieux. 

When Gillonne had journeyed formerly with 
her mistress from Mayenne to Alencon, she 
had seen that the slate-quarries of Javron lay 
between the two places, much nearer to May- 
enne than to Alencon. She gave up the idea 
of seeking her cousin, and resolved to follow 
the road to Javron, and to arrive there before 
the wagon started. She did not fear pursuit ; 
Gaspard would assuredly look for her in 
Mayenne ; he would guess that she had sought 
and found her cousin- 
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Now that she was clear of the inn, she 
looked round her, right and left and she rec- 
ognized, by the starlight, the five pointed 
capped towers of the castle of Mayenne, and 
two heavy masses of building which she knew 
must be the already ancient churches of the 
town. 

She tried to find out the direction of the 
river ; once across the bridge, a road on the 
left would take her straight to Javron. But 
she was puzzled by the ease with which 
she seemed to have reached the outside of 
Mayenne ; she had left it behind her, and was 
some distance beyond the castle, and the 
churches, yet last night when they entered the 
town from the west, they had passed through 
a guarded gate. 

A sudden flash of memory reminded the 
anxious woman that a ruined ancient wall, on 
this side of the town, had not been rebuilt 
along with the other fortifications ; it had been 
thought that the close proximity of the river 
and the bridge made the town secure on this 
side. She thought she must be near the 
bridge, and she remembered that it would be 
guarded. She rode some way further, and 
before her a gleaming line of light showed her 
the Mayenne ; she saw that it curved out of 
sight on the left and this bend hid the bridge 
from view. 

Gillonne checked her horse and sat thinking. 
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Surely somewhere near this bend she had once 
forded the river. She rode on till the road 
ended in a high bank above the stream. The 
summer had been dry, she could see by the 
starlight that the Mayenne was much narrower 
here than it had appeared to be at Laval. She 
resolved to cross it on horseback, and gather- 
ing up her cloak and her skirts, she rode 
briskly away from the bend till she saw that 
the ground began to slope down towards the 
water's edge. Here she reined in her horse, 
and devoutly crossed herself. 

" I commit myself to God, to His Blessed 
Mother, and to St. Catherine." Bending for- 
ward, she patted her horse's neck. " Courage, 
my friend, and take me safely over.'' 

The horse seemed to understand that she 
abandoned herself to his guidance. He placed 
his feet cautiously as he went down the slope 
and entered the water in which the countless 
stars were reflected. The scorching summer 
heat had shrunk the Mayenne's tributaries till 
in some places the stream itself was partly 
choked by pebbles. 

The horse bravely forded the river, but 
Gillonne could hardly believe in her safety 
when the beast reached the opposite side. He 
shook himself and gave a low whinny of satis- 
faction as he found himself once more on dry 
land. But his rider had yet to strike the road 
to Javron. She had remembered that there 
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was another by-road which led to the south ; 
she believed, however, that she could not mis- 
take the road to Javron. It was also the high- 
road to Alencon, and though rough, it was too 
much used to be cumbered with stones and 
overgrown with brambles as the narrower by- 
road would probably be ; it would also be 
kept free from the quagmires which she re- 
membered had formerly existed on this side 
of Mayenne. 

So she rode on quickly and fearlessly under 
the glittering starlight. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A CHANGE OF ROUTE. 

Jeanne had fared better than Gillonne had 
done, bat she already regretted that she had 
given consent to her woman's journey to 
Mayenne. 

Anne and Mathurine, who now rode beside 
their lady, were excited by this change from 
the usual monotony of their lives, and Jeanne 
was vexed to see that, when the count engaged 
her in talk, her two women cast aside the ret- 
icence taught by their prudent duenna, Gil- 
lonne, and talked and laughed with any of the 
soldiers who made free to speak to them. 
Jeanne had sometimes journeyed with her 
mother to Lannion or to Guingamp, and she 
knew that this kind of license had never been 
permitted to the women. The day was bright 
with an exhilarating touch of freshness in the 
air. As she looked round her, the dark cloud 
of sorrow that had settled on her spirits, lifted. 
She loved riding, and she put her horse to a 
canter, feeling, that as she could not exercise 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



138 A Ward of the King. 

Gillonne's surveillance, there was no use in 
meeting possible evil half-way. 

De Retz— she still thought of' him by that 
name— kept close beside her, and she was ob- 
liged to own that he made a gallant and knightly 
figure on his powerful horse, and managed it 
with the ease of an experienced rider ; she 
noted that he now not only wore steel back and 
breast-plate over his doublet, but that his arms 
and legs were also cased in steel ; a long sword 
hung beside his thigh, and in his richly orna- 
mented belt were a dagger and a brace of pis- 
tols ; his black velvet cap, fringed by a white 
feather, was now replaced by a light steel head- 
piece, and this was very becoming to his dark 
face and handsome eyes. Jeanne was obliged 
to own that they were handsome eyes, though 
she still thought their expression was sinister ; 
it could not be denied that he looked a thor- 
ough soldier. Jeanne also observed that the 
count's followers were most of them more fully 
armed than they had been on the way to Laval. 

As they started in early morning of the sec- 
ond day, De Retz rode as usual beside the 
young widow. 

"I have some news to tell you, madame,that 
I fear will disappoint you," he said. 

She looked at him with some surprise ; she 
wondered how he could know what would 
disappoint her. " What is your news, mon- 
sieur?" 
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" I learned at the inn that the king is prob- 
ably on his way to Lyons. His Majesty trav- 
eled a few days ago to Moulins, in order to 
visit the Constable de Bourbon, who is indis- 
posed ; the king may have proceeded on his 
way to Lyons, where, as you may have heard, 
madame, troops from all parts of France are 
assembling, or he may still be at Moulins." 

Jeanne's bright face clouded over. 

" Does the court follow the king to Lyons, 
monsieur ? " 

" Not at present, it is said that his majesty 
intends to take personal command of the army, 
which is almost ready to march for Italy." 

Jeanne smiled again, she saw a hope of re- 
lease from her unpleasant position. 

" I thank you, monsieur, for your kind inten- 
tion of escorting me to the royal presence, but 
I will not trouble you further ; I prefer to go to 
Amboise ; I shall be safe there, in the care of 
my cousin, the Countess of Chateaubriand." 

De Retz looked at her with an unpleasant 
smile. 

"How unfortunate ! " he exclaimed, " I had 
understood, madame, that your only wish was 
to be placed as soon as possible under tlie 
royal protection ; and on learning that the king 
was on his way to Moulins, I took the road to 
Blois, which lies some leagues above Amboise ; 
we shall reach Blois this evening, and if we 
travel part of the night we may soon come up 
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with the king's rear-guard ; I shall then be able 
to learn the exact line of route taken by his. 
majesty/' 

Jeanne looked fixedly at him : she said 
calmly, 

** I am sorry to derange your plans, monsieur, 
but I must ask you to escort me to Amboise/' 

In spite of the mask she wore, he could judge 
by her mouth how determined she was ; he 
smiled at her courage. 

" Dear lady," he said, ** I dare not take on 
me to set aside the express commands of a 
dying man. The orders of my dear lord and 
godfather were, as I informed you, precise. In 
the event of your becoming a widow, I was 
to take you to your guardian. King Francis. 
There was no mention of Amboise or of any 
other of the king's palaces. I promised to 
render up my charge of you to his majesty in 
person and to no one else. It will, however, 
gratify me to escort you wheresoever the king 
may please to send you ; whether it be to 
Longuedec or to Amboise. I dare not, how- 
ever, take you anywhere till I have received 
his majesty's instructions." 

The vivid color on her rounded chin showed 
him that she was angry. 

" I do not understand, monsieur. How was 
it that before we quitted Laval, you bade me, 
if I pleased, remain for the present in the castle ? 
How could you venture to say this, if your 
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orders were so peremptory ? I do not under- 
stand you." 

She spoke with some disdain. 

De Retz was secretly amused — he bowed 
however and sighed, as though her words 
pained him. 

"You judge me harshly, madame; that is, 
perhaps, natural ; will you permit me to ex- 
plain myself ? My idea in proposing to leave 
you at Laval, was that you would be in safety 
while I hastened to Amboise, and informed the 
king of the sad event which had made you a 
widow ; I also wished to ask his majesty's in- 
tentions regarding you. I then found that you 
did not wish to remain at Laval, and I agreed 
that we should travel together to Amboise. 
As I have told you, I yesterday had tidings 
that the king is at Moulins ; I learn to-day that 
he has probably left the town and is on his 
way to Lyons, this is the truth in a nutshell. 
I trust, madame, that you will accept this ex- 
planation ? '* 

He looked so much in earnest, the explana- 
tion sounded so plain and probable, that Jeanne 
felt ashamed of her doubts ; there was, how- 
ever, something repugnant to her in being 
taken to the camp, where probably there would 
be only men with the king. She thought some 
minutes before she answered. 

**I will go with you, monsieur, only on one 
condition ; you must leave me in some village 
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with my women, while you go forward and 
learn his majesty's intentions regarding me." 

He also hesitated to answer ; but it seemed 
to him, as he considered Jeanne's proposal, 
that it would fall in marvelously well with his 
designs. 

The story he had just been telling the girl 
was partly true ; the arrangement of facts was 
garbled. He knew before he quitted Laval 
that the king was on his way to visit the Con- 
stable at his palace at Moulins, in other words, 
to arrest his powerful subject ; since then 
news had come to De Retz that Francis de- 
clared himself convinced of his royal cousin's 
good faith, and that Bourbon had promised to 
follow the king to Lyons as soon as he re- 
covered from the illness which had kept him 
to his bed during his sovereign's visit. 

De Retz had determined to marry the young 
widow, not only for the sake of her personal 
charms, but that he might keep possession of 
the handsome dowry bequeathed to her, and 
also possess himself of her rich inheritance. 
He knew that he could not marry Jeanne with- 
out the king's leave, and last night news had 
reached him from Moulins which seemed to 
open a direct way to his purpose. This news 
sent him by his secret agent, was that, as soon 
as the king quitted Moulins, the Constable de 
Bourbon had risen from his sick-bed ; in the 
temporary absence of the king's envoy, he, 
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with his friend De Pomperant, had ridden at 
full speed to the town of La Palissy ; and there 
was a rumor that he had fled thence to the 
duke's strong fortress of Chantelles. Laval 
felt sure that when this news reached the king 
he would try to arrest the Constable, and that 
a large price would be set on Bourbon's head. 

It happened that De Retz had served under 
this great commander, and had once fallen 
under his severe displeasure for ill-treating a 
woman. De Retz at the time had secretly 
vowed revenge, and here was the opportunity 
of capturing Bourbon made to his hand ; he 
saw that it would serve him doubly. 

He had a sure spy in one of the Constable's 
servants at Moulins ; tidings of the fugitive 
would reach him before they would get to the 
king. This proposal of Jeanne's would set his 
hands free to capture the traitor in his hiding- 
place, for he did not believe that the Constable 
would remain shut up in Chantelles with a 
small garrison ; he would hide himself in the 
Bourbonnais till he could escape into Italy. 
If Laval could present himself to Francis with 
the news that the Duke of Bourbon was his 
prisoner, no boon he asked would be refused 
him ; the wealthy estate of Longuedec would 
be his for the asking. As to the girl, if she 
proved tiresome when she was his wife, he 
could leave her in her old home, or shut her 
up in Laval. He told himself when he thought 
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of Jeanne's exquisite beauty, that if possible, 
there should be no meeting between her and 
the susceptible monarch. 

His contmued silence surprised Jeanne. 

" You do not answer me, sir ; do you then 
find my plan impossible ? " 

" Pardon me, madame, I have *been think- 
ing and planning how it can be best carried 
out. Lyons is far distant, and the journey there 
will be long and wearisome ; however, if we 
could start before daybreak, and continue our 
journey late into the evening, there might be 
a hope that we should overtake the king. But, 
dear lady, I hesitate to ask such a sacrifice of 
strength from you ; you will find these hours 
of traveling over wearisome." 

" If that be all, do not fear for me," she said 
cheerfully. His acquiescence in her proposal 
had restored her trust in him. " My only 
difficulty is, how I can send word to my 
woman, Gillonne, that we have changed our 
route, and are no longer on our way to Am- 
boise." 

"No doubt she will follow instructions," 
Laval answered. ** She will go on to Amboise ; 
when she finds that you have not yet arrived, 
she will wait for your coming ; but to make 
matters certain, as soon as we reach Blois, I 
will despatch a messenger who will tell her 
where she can join you. If it so please you, 
he shall bid her remain at Amboise. Full as 
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the country is of marauders, I hold this to 
be the safer plan. Ah ! what is that ? " He 
pointed forward. ** Pardon me, madame, 
there is something amiss in front. I see 
armed strangers on our road. Stay here with 
your women. I will return again.'' He bowed, 
set spurs to his horse, and rode rapidly to the 
front. 

Jeanne looked forward, but she could only 
see a cloud of dust, with a movement of figures 
and a glitter of steel in the midst of it. The 
cloud came nearer. Suddenly there rang out 
a tumult of cries and the clash of arms ; shots 
were fired, and the dust cloud became denser 
still. She guessed that their party was attacked 
by some of the evil gentry spoken of by Laval. 

Jeanne looked round her, the country all 
about was level and monotonous, with oc- 
casional glimpses of low hills ; they were now 
in the valley of the Loire, and the masses of 
trees in the forest land they had traversed 
nearer Laval had disappeared. They had 
already crossed the river, and she could see it 
again before them, on its way to Blois. Pres- 
ently she saw the count coming out of the 
melee, followed by a soldier ; in a few moments 
he was beside her, sword in hand, his eyes 
glowing with excitement. 

"There is no cause for alarm, madame, it is 
only a handful of the cut -throats who now in- 
fest our highways ; they attempted to bar our 
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passage, but my fellows will soon disperse 
them/' 

Jeanne smiled. 

** I have no fear, monsieur ; you perhaps 
know that my father was a brave soldier ; he 
taught me that disciplined men were always 
more than a match for this sort of rabble. Do 
not let me keep you here." 

He smiled at her courage, and admired the 
bright flush that rose with her words. 

" I see that madame is a true soldier's daugh- 
ter," he bowed ; ** but I must ask her to go 
back a little with her women, so as to be safe 
from the chance shots which may reach them 
here." 

He turned in his saddle and said to Gildas 
who followed him : — 

"Gildas, take the countess's bridle rein, 
lead her back and keep beside her ; she will 
be safe behind yonder stones." He pointed 
backwards with his sword, and waving his 
hand to Jeanne, he galloped again to the front. 

" Where are we going, my man ?" Jeanne 
remembered that Gillonne had told her she 
trusted the soldier named Gildas ; he looked 
honest she thought, as she urged her horse 
to a gentle trot along the road. They were 
already some way from the spot where Laval 
had left them. Gildas pulled up his horse 
and looked round. 

He pointed to a low hill a little back from 
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the road ; on it stood one of the huge dolmens 
which exist between Vendome and Blois. 

** Monsieur le Comte bade me seek the shel- 
ter of those stones. Madame and her maids 
will be safe there ; it is only the trouble of 
mounting the hill, for there they are," he said, 
pointing to the group of massive stones just 
above them. 

The countess and her frightened women 
were soon half-way up the hill. Gildas rode 
close beside Jeanne, keeping himself and his 
horse on her right, so as to protect her from 
the risk of a chance shot. 

** In a moment, madame will be in— ah, mon 
Dieu ! " he cried. 

He wavered, dropped his sword and fell 
forward on his horse's neck. 

Jeanne sprang down from her saddle, gave 
her bridle to Mathurine to hold, and telling 
Anne to follow her, she went to help Gildas. 

The man was slipping from his saddle ; he 
was deathly pale. 

" Hold his horse," the girl cried to Anne, 
while she herself helped the soldier to the 
ground. He reeled and would have fallen, 
but Jeanne held him with all her strength, 
while she let him slip gently on to the grassy 
hillside. 

** My poor man, I fear you are badly hurt," 
she said as she knelt beside him. " Tell me 
what I can do for you ? " 
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He gave her a faint smile and feebly tried 
to raise his head. 

** I— thank you, lady ; tell me, do we hold 
our ground ?— my sight fails." 

Jeanne was deeply grieved ; she felt sure 
that in sheltering her the man had received a 
serious wound. She rose to her feet and 
looked back, shading her eyes with her hand. 

" Have a care, madame," Anne cried, as she 
groveled close to the turf, " another shot may 
come this way." 

Jeanne thought the fighting was over ; she 
saw horses, some with their riders and some 
riderless, galloping wildly away. But they 
were not pursued, Laval and his band re- 
mained in a group in the middle of the road. 

" Now may God be praised,'* she cried, ** the 
marauders are flying for their lives. Cheer up, 
my poor Gildas, we are safe." 

He tried to smile, but the anguish of his 
wound drew from him a deep groan. He 
closed his eyes and lay white and motionless. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

FOR THE CONSTABLE. 

GiLDAS lived till they reached Blois. But 
in answer to her inquiry, Jeanne learned that 
during the night, the faithful fellow had passed 
away. She grieved for his loss ; she felt that 
he had been the only man she could trust 
among the rough, and for the most part, evil- 
looking soldiers. 

Jeanne now noticed that Laval's attentions 
to her became more and more devoted ; he 
always rode beside her and he tried to wile 
away the tedious and almost constant journey, 
by pleasant talk. He had given her a spirited 
account of the attack upon them ; several of 
the attacking party were killed — and besides 
Gildas, another of Laval's soldiers had fallen. 
The road became yet more monotonous, for 
Laval avoided the larger towns, he even made 
a circuit of some miles to avoid Bourges. 
Jeanne would have liked a nearer view of the 
city, so fascinated was she by the appearance 
of its massive cathedral on the distant hillside, 
but her guide told her it was not possible to 
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delay ; every large city meant, with soldiers, 
a loss of at least several hours. 

They reached Moulins in the evening light ; 
after so many long days in the saddle, Jeanne 
and her women looked pale and felt exhausted. 
Laval was unwilling to lose time, but he had 
to make some inquiries in the town, and he 
resolved to halt longer than usual. He there- 
fore divided his party, leaving the greater num- 
ber of his men in Moulins ; while, with only a 
couple of soldiers, the countess and her two 
maids, he sought out a quiet hostelry on the 
south side of the town. 

He stopped before a large rambling build- 
ing which seemed to have seen better days, 
and which bore for sign a golden heart with 
the device ** Le Coeur Loyal." Two large 
stone pillars formed the stable entrance ; the 
beams which supported the upper story of the 
house, and the barge boards of the gables 
above, were richly carved, as were also the 
corbels below the projecting story. Jeanne 
thought the inn looked homely enough ; and 
as they crossed the spacious kitchen to gain 
the stairs leading to the bedchambers, she saw 
the place was cleaner than most of the hostels 
in which they had lodged during the journey. 
She also noticed that the widowed hostess, a 
woman of middle age, had a singularly honest 
face. 

The bedchamber to which she was shown 
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looked gloomy ; a long low room with heavy 
beams in the ceiling ; the little daylight that 
was left came through one lattice window 
with heavily leaded panes ; a vine, trained 
over it, had partly freed itself from bondage, 
and rapped now and then an ominous warning 
against the glass, as gusts of wind moved it to 
and fro. 

The hostess had shown the way upstairs. 
Without waiting for orders she opened the door 
of a closet beside the chimney, took out a flint 
and steel, also kindling wood, and proceeded 
to set fire to the logs ready on the broad 
hearth. 

Jeanne meanwhile had walked to the bed- 
side ; since Gillonne's departure she had be- 
come more notable in household ways, and she 
satisfied herself that the palliasse and coverings 
were clean ; then she crossed the chamber and 
stood by the hearth, where the fire, although 
so freshly lighted, sent up long tongues of 
flame into the chimney that yawned above. 

** And my women," she asked, " where can 
they lodge?" 

The hostess had, till now, been kneehng be- 
fore the blaze ; at this she rose, and opened a 
door on the farther side of the hearth. With- 
in was a loft, empty of forage, except for two 
trusses of straw standing in one corner. The 
hostess pointed to another door at the end of 
the loft. 
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"There are two pallets yonder," she said. 
** I will send in Henrion, the chamberman, by 
that door ; madame will not be disturbed, and 
the beds shall be spread before nightfall. 
Madame is doubtless ready for her supper ; 
she shall not be kept long waiting." 

Jeanne did not know how tired she was till 
she lay down on her bed. She was too hungry 
to sleep, for they had ridden many leagues 
since breakfast. It was a welcome sight when 
her hostess soon reappeared with a steaming 
bowl of soup. She placed it on the oaken 
table, with a long loaf which she carried under 
her arm, and a flask of wine. 

** It is wine of Malvoisie," she said. " Ma- 
dame is served." 

Jeanne had seated herself at the table, and 
her hostess poured her out a cup of wine ; then 
she turned with a kindly smile to the two 
women : 

** If your lady permits it, you shall sup with 
me, my girls. I have a chicken roasting for 
madame. I have, too, a salad, and pears from 
the garden." 

** Thank you, I am very hungry," Jeanne 
smiled at her. ** You are kind ; tell me your 
name, my friend, your kind face sharpens 
appetite. I should like to remember you." 

** Eh then, madame, it is nothing. My 
faith, it is madame who is kind to speak to me. 
I am Therese Vougeon. I have lived long 
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enough to know that a lady like madame is 
used to better fare than I can offer her, and 
yet she is content. Let us go down, my girls, 
our supper waits." 

Left to herself, Jeanne did full justice to the 
food provided for her ; it appeared to her that 
everything was excellent ; she had not had so 
appetizing a meal since they left Laval, and 
that seemed now a far-off time. She pushed 
away her plate, and fell to wondering what 
would next happen to her. She earnestly hoped 
the king would send her to Amboise instead of 
bidding her return to Longuedec. She loved 
her old home, but just now it was too full of 
sad memories ; and at the thought of it, it was 
difficult to keep herself from yielding to her 
sorrow. She turned from it to think of Hol- 
land ; what could have changed him ? he must 
have forgotten her ; surely he could not have 
felt the affection he used to show her and her 
mother in those childish days ; there was bit- 
terness in the sorrow his continued silence 
gave her. 

" We were as brother and sister, the only 
brother I had ; surely a kind brother would not 
neglect his young sister, when she v/as left 
without mother or husband. But ah ! I de- 
serve his neglect ; how coldly I treated him 
when we parted." 

There came a tap at the door, and in answer 
to Jeanne's " Come in," the hostess entered 
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with a dish of pears. She removed the platter 
and the trencher. ** I hope madame has eaten 
well," she said. 

*' I have supped royally/' Jeanne answered. 

Then the woman went to the door, softly 
opened it and stood listening ; she closed it, 
and came back to the table. 

" May I ask a favor of madame," she said 
in a low voice. 

Jeanne felt at once on guard ; she looked 
keenly at the woman who seemed oppressed 
by the importance of what she had to say ; 
the girl longed more than ever for Gillonne's 
counsel, then she told herself rebukingly that 
she must not be childish ; was she not alone 
in the world ? in future she must depend on 
herself. " God will help me if I ask Him, I 
can depend on no one else." 

" You may ask, my good woman," she said 
gravely, " but I cannot promise to grant what 
you ask." 

" And yet I am sure that madame has a ten- 
der heart ; if she saw a noble stag sorely beset 
and well-nigh hunted to death, and could 
show it a way of escape, madame would try to 
save it, would she not ? 

The earnestness of the woman's tone, her 
pleading eyes, stirred Jeanne's interest. 

" You are right ; say on," she said. 

The woman's voice sank yet lower. 

•'Madame has heard of that truly royal 
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prince, Monseigneur the Constable of Bour- 
bon ? is it not so ? " 

"What of him?" Jeanne asked quietly. 
She did not choose to say that in her child- 
hood she had seen the Constable, who had in- 
deed been the dearest friend and companion- 
in-arms of her father, the Count d'Acigne' ; now 
and again during the journey she had heard 
the duke's name mentioned slightingly among 
the men of her escort ; she had questioned 
Laval about the Constable, but he had an- 
swered carelessly, that he believed the duke was 
ill at Moulins, and had changed the subject. 

** Madame has not then heard that monsei- 
gneur is being hunted like any poor stag among 
his native hills, in his own kingdom of the 
Bourbonnais where his people worship him 
like the father he has always been to them. 
Does madame know that sad news has come 
from Lyons. My lord duke is proclaimed a 
traitor, a price is set on his head— mon Dieu, 
on his head ; he, the noble and puissant prince 
may be shot down by the meanest soldier 
who chooses to raise his hand against him, 
for the sake of twenty thousand crowns ! ** 

Jeanne was greatly moved, she had never 
lost her childish admiration for the great 
Constable whom her father had taught her to 
consider the noblest man in France. It dis- 
turbed and alarmed her that the king should 
look on Bourbon as a traitor. 
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** No, I had not heard ; are you sure of all 
this, madame ? " 

The hostess laid a finger on her lips and 
looked round. 

" As sure as I live, madame," she whispered, 
" my husband was body-servant to the duke ; 
it is well that months ago my Pierre was taken 
to his rest, this trouble would have broken his 
heart. I was up at the palace when the duke 
started to follow his majesty, who has lately been 
staying near Moulins ; the king's envoy was 
to meet monseigneur on the road ; next day 
came news that the duke had gone to La Pa- 
lissy, that the king's envoy had followed him 
there, and that the duke broke away from him 
and rode away with Monsieur de Pomperant 
to Chantelles. This showed me that there 
was something wrong." 

She put her lips to Jeanne's ear and whis- 
pered, ** I will trust his precious life to 
madame's keeping. I feel she is safe and 
loyal. This is the secret : the duke has left 
Chantelles ; he is, I fear, tracked, and he will 
be hunted down. The cur that put the 
hounds on the right track is in madame's 
company," — Jeanne started—** not here ; he is 
with those of the troop who lie to-night in 
Moulins ; yes, I swear it, madame ; only now 
I heard the spy's name in the talk of madame's 
women." 

Jeanne had grown pale while she listened ; 
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she trembled with the shock caused by the 
woman's news. 

** Tell me more ; . I do not understand." 
She, too, spoke very low. ** We are traveling 
to Lyons to join the king who is on his way 
there. But I gather from your words that the 
fugitive you name will not go to the camp, he 
will avoid such a danger." 

The woman looked hard at Jeanne. 

** I crave pardon, but madame is not going 
to Lyons. Madame has but to question, or to 
observe, and she will note whether she follows 
the eastward road that leads to Lyons. I be- 
lieve that she will go south ; if so, she will 
soon see around her the mountains of the Au- 
vergne ; in less time than it took her to travel 
here from Bourges, she, and her company, will 
reach a steeply-built town on the top of a hill ; 
madame will see mountains all around her. 
Next day, it may be even longer, she will arrive 
at Le Puy in the heart of the mountains of 
Dome. It is my country, madame, I know it 
well, and my mother still lives there. It is 
there, madame, that the warning can be given. 
If madame will grant the favor I ask, she will 
save two precious lives." 

She clasped her hands, and her eyes were 
full of entreaty. 

Jeanne felt greatly troubled, but she did not 
speak. 

** A word will be enough. My name, The- 
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rese Vougeon, spoken by madame as warranty, 
will make her warning heeded. Would that I 
could aid madame herself. It is not safe or 
seemly for a noble falcon to fly in company 
with birds of prey." 

Jeanne raised her head with dignity. ** You 
forget yourself, Madame Vougeon, and you are 
in error ; no one will dare harm me, I am 
Countess of Laval. As to your request, I still 
believe that we are on the road to Lyons ; if, 
however, I find that your suspicion is well 
founded, be sure I will give such warning as 
I can to him whom it concerns. Your news 
troubles me, and I cannot credit it. I have 
reason to think that the duke is on his way to 
join the king at Lyons." 

The woman clasped her hands together in 
anguish. 

** So he would have done, madame, do not 
doubt it ; do not believe those who call him 
traitor ; he is a true son of France, but one by 
one, he has lost all that made France — that 
made life itself dear to him ; he has lost 
mother, children, wife ; his post taken from 
him ; and when sorrow had well-nigh crushed 
him, there comes the regent, and seeks him in 
marriage, or failing his consent to such a mar- 
riage, she claims the dukedom; she also claims 
his inheritance." 

Madame Vougeon paused, choked by sobs ; 
she tried to check her grief. 
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Jeanne stood bewildered : then a sudden 
light shone on fragments of talk she had heard 
from Gillonne on her last day's journey to 
Laval ; hints and surmises to which the girl 
had paid little heed at the time, for then it had 
seemed impossible that Duke Charles of Bour- 
bon could betray his king and his country ; 
but the tidings that a price was set on his 
head brought to her sudden conviction, and 
filled her with horror. 

She turned kindly to the sobbing woman. 

" Take courage, my friend, I will do all I 
can ; and, if the worst should come to pass, I 
will find the chance you point out." 

She had suddenly remembered Laval's 
promise to leave her behind in some village 
while he went on to seek the king, this might, 
she fancied, give her the opportunity she 
needed. 

In a few moments Anne and Mathurine 
came into the chamber. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

JEANNE AT THE WINDOW. 

Jeanne de Laval's night proved almost as 
fatiguing as her day had been. She slept 
from sheer physical exhaustion ; but first one 
and then another exciting dream constantly 
awakened her to a fever of unrest ; she tossed 
and turned, till at last towards morning she fell 
into a deep sleep. She dreamed again ; she 
was trying to rouse the Constable de Bourbon, 
so that he might save himself from Laval, who 
held a dagger to his throat ; she caught the 
young noble's arm and he turned on her, but 
she held him fast in the hope that the duke 
would escape ; while they struggled she heard 
a faint cry ; she saw that RoUand de la Touche 
was fighting with Laval over the prostrate body 
of Charles de Bourbon. 

** Traitor,'' cried Laval, " I summon you to 
yield in the king's name." 

There was a loud clapping of hands, and 
Jeanne awoke. 

She could not at first recall where she was. 
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or how she came to be lying on this hard bed 
in the semi-darkness. 

Though the sun had not yet risen, a cold 
blue glimmer showed at the thinly curtained 
window ; Jeanne raised herself on one elbow, 
and she became aware of the cause of her 
sudden awakening. 

The wind had risen, and it now blew vio- 
lently ; the looseoed vine branches flapped 
angrily against the lattice, as though deter- 
mined to force an entrance. 

Heavy breathing from the loft told Jeanne 
that her women still slumbered. She rose and 
looked out of the window : so far, apart from 
the wind, all was still ; but even while she 
gazed, with half-opened eyes, at the road that 
led straight upwards to the town, now faintly 
appearing in the gloom, a neighboring cock 
crowed Idudly. 

The sound had the effect of a charm ; just 
as the prince's kiss acted on the enchanted 
surroundings of the Princess in the Wood. 

A calf bleated feebly in its shed ; its mother, 
tethered some way off, answered her weanling 
with pathetic yearning; the shrill cock-crow 
came again, and a horse softly whinnied as if 
in rebuke to the noisy slumber-breaker. 

But the spell of silence was broken, the 
mysterious wakening of the dawn had begun ; 
there was a murmur in the air ; a sort of throb 
through the house, that said, ** Rest is over, 
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another work-day for the toilers of the earth 
has begun." 

Jeanne quickly put on her garments, with- 
out rousing up her women ; she said her 
orisons, and then seated herself by the lattice. 
She drew forward one of the curtains, so that 
she could watch the road without being seen. 
Sitting there she thought over her hostess's 
strange story ; she now felt cool and collected, 
and she wondered at her ready credulity and 
also at her present calm. What had happened 
to change her so suddenly ? It was hard to 
believe that a short while ago, she was play- 
ing, a wild frolicsome girl, in the courtyard 
at Longuedec. She supposed that her great 
sorrow, and then her sudden widowhood must 
have changed her. 

" I do not look like a widow," she thought ; 
**but that is not my fault ; my precious mother 
bade me go dressed as a bride should be, to 
Laval." 

While she thought over the hostess's story, 
she remembered talk she had heard from her 
father in childhood ; she knew that King 
Francis and the duke, his cousin, had never 
been dear friends. The king considered the 
Constable assumptive and severe, he thought 
his following and way of living far too stately 
and magnificent for a subject. She had heard 
that when the king honored the duke with a 
visit at the baptism of Bourbon's first child, he 
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was waited on by three hundred noble gentle- 
men, each wearing a triple chain of massive 
gold round his neck. This display of magnifi- 
cence had offended the king ; on the other 
hand the Constable censured Francis for weakly 
yielding to his mother's false and impolitic 
counsel ; he also deplored the vanity by which 
Francis had more than once lost a battle, and 
the lives of many distinguished captains and 
brave soldiers, because, for the sake of vain 
glory, he had insisted on commanding in 
person, instead of trusting the issue to more 
experienced leaders. 

While she sat thinking over these things, 
she noticed a slight sound below the lattice, 
then she saw the tall, lithe figure of Laval come 
out of the house ; he looked carefully round, 
and then walked up the road to Moulins ; he 
was alone ; he wore back and breast pieces, 
and his long sword hung at his side. It seemed 
strange to the girl that he should go forth un- 
attended. 

Presently, as she watched the count, a figure 
appeared at the top of the rising road ; it was 
a man, and he came forward to meet Laval ; 
the young noble quickened his steps ; as soon 
as they met, the two men went on together 
towards the town. 

Jeanne asked herself if this was the spy of 
whom the hostess had spoken ? She had, 
however, no chance of satisfying herself on 
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this head. In spite of the stir that seemed to 
have taken place, not a voice as yet could be 
heard in the house. But the light became 
rapidly more definite ; though it was hard to 
say when the sun rose, so gloomy was the 
cloudy sky. 

All at once the inn really waked up. There 
were feet on the creaking stairs ; there were 
voices that called, and those that answered ; 
horses' feet stamped on the stones of the arched 
way below Jeanne's chamber. Anne and 
Mathurine came in to wait on their mistress, 
and wondered to find her ready without their 
help. Madame Vougeon appeared with food 
and wine for Jeanne, and with a request from 
the count to make ready for immediate de- 
parture. 

" Why is there such haste ? *' Jeanne asked. 

" I was to say, madame, that the way is long ; 
the horses are bridled and saddled. The leader 
is to join the party a league or so further on 
the road." 

The woman left the room abruptly. She 
seemed to have forgotten her last night's talk 
with Jeanne. She had only formally asked 
how the countess had slept. 

Jeanne and her women soon appeared in the 
courtyard attired for the joyrney. 

A man came forward to help the lady to 
mount, and Jeanne recognized Gaspard. 

** Is it you, Gaspard ? Where did you leave 
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my woman ? " she asked sternly. "Why has 
she not come back with you ? " 

Gaspard bowed with deep reverence. 

" Madame 's woman is with her cousin at 
Mayenne. She wished to linger there, so we 
came on here for fresh orders. I bade ma- 
dame's woman go on to Amboise, and wait 
there for madame." 

Jeanne did not answer. She was greatly 
surprised that Gillonne had not returned with 
her escort. She looked round to bid adieu to 
Madame Vougeon, but the woman remained 
standing in the doorway that led to the court- 
yard seemingly observing a flight of pigeons 
crossing from gable to gable of the half-tim- 
bered building. 

The instant that Gaspard left the countess, 
and mounted his own horse, the hostess came 
forward, pressed up to the lady, and asked 
leave to kiss her hand. 

" Madame has a long journey before her," 
she said, so that any one might hear her, "and 
she will see the finest view on the right of the 
road." 

Jeanne bent her head, and with Gaspard and 
his men, the party rode forth from the court- 
yard of the hostelry. 

For the first part of the way, Jeanne was fully 
occupied in meditating on the task which 
possibly lay before her ; a possibility vividly 
recalled by the hostess's parting words. She 
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scarcely noticed the country lying gray and 
still in the early morning light. They halted 
at a tolerable looking inn for dejeuner. As 
they rode up, Laval suddenly appeared in its 
doorway, as if he had fallen from the skies, and 
indeed he looked so gloomy that the compari- 
son is in harmony. 

The soldier Gaspard had told his leader the 
same story that he had reported to Jeanne, 
and Laval now expressed his regret that the 
countess should be deprived of her woman's 
service. He was secretly incensed by Gas- 
pard's news ; he had hoped the man would 
have understood his hint, and would have rid 
himself in a surer fashion of the duenna. 

Jeanne scarcely answered him, she had some- 
thing more serious than Gillonne's absence to 
talk about. He was struck by the calmness of 
her manner as she said : — 

" Monsieur, with your leave, I wish to ask 
some grave questions ; but I will wait till your 
attention is less likely to be called away from 
me, than it is now that you have only just 
joined us." 

He looked at her so admiringly that she grew 
uneasy under the ardent gaze of his long, 
narrow dark eyes. 

** Madame does herself less than justice if 
she thinks that anything in this expedition 
weighs nearly so much with me as her good- 
will and her pleasure in all matters." 
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He bowed low and waited for her to speak 
without offering to help her dismount. 

Jeanne glanced right and left ; no one was 
near enough to make out her words, this 
seemed to be the opportunity she sought. 

** You, monsieur, doubtless know what passes 
in the world, and can therefore enlighten my 
ignorance." She paused, and he smiled with 
genuine pleasure, for he had fancied this proud 
maiden despised him. 

He looked so handsome, so anxious to 
please her, that Jeanne refused to believe he 
could be engaged in hunting down a brave 
man. 

"Command me, madame, I beseech you, in 
anything that lies in my power to answer." 

" I want to know," she affected a careless 
manner, " whether my lord, the Constable of 
Bourbon, is by this time at Lyons with his 
majesty." 

She looked full at him as she spoke. His 
eyes shifted uneasily under her direct glance. 

** Will madame dismount and eat ? I can 
then tell her all I know, during the meal." 

He helped her to dismount with more than 
usual care, and preceded her into the inn. He 
held open the door of a low room with heavy 
beams at intervals from one end of the ceiling 
to the other ; suspended from the central 
beam was a huge rack stuffed with bunches of 
herbs, skins of lard, smoked pig's flesh, and 
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hams from the wild boars, which infested the 
neighboring forests. 

When food was set before her, Jeanne found 
that she was more hungry than she had im- 
agined she could be ; but she would not taste 
the wine which her companion pressed upon 
her. She was impatient for him to finish his 
meal, and to send away the woman who had 
served it. She had bade her maids sit at the 
end of the table but this peasant woman 
lingered near and looked admiringly at the 
young countess. 

At last Laval bade the wench leave them ; 
and he turned to Jeanne. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE COUNT EXPLAINS. 

" Now that we are more private, madame, I 
will answer your question, but I must answer 
with caution." He said this in a low voice 
and looked at Anne and Mathurine. 

Jeanne remembered the hostess's caution at 
Moulins. She heartily wished herself safely 
out of all this secrecy and mystery, so unlike 
the fearless atmosphere in which she had lived 
at Longuedec. 

** Your question implies, dear lady, that the 
king has reached Lyons. I am not certain 
that this is the case." 

Jeanne felt impatient of this evasion. 

** That does not alter my question, monsieur. 
I wish to learn whether my lord Constable is 
known to be with the king, or whether he is 
still, as you told me, riding like ourselves to 
overtake his majesty." 

Laval looked at her through his half-closed 
eyelids, but Jeanne kept a smiling impassive 
face. From her expression he fancied that she 
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was merely bent on satisfying a childish curi- 
osity. 

** It is curious that you, madame, should 
question me on the point that made me resolve 
to spend a whole night in Moulins. I also was 
anxious to learn somewhat of the duke's move- 
ments. I was told that when the king reached 
Moulins his highness was kept in bed by sick- 
ness, and that he continued too much indis- 
posed to set forward with his majesty. When 
the king left the town, it seems he left behind 
him Monsieur Perrot de Warty to wait on my 
lord the Constable, who had promised to follow 
the royal troops in a litter. I also learned that 
sooner than could have been expected, from 
his state of health, my Lord of Bourbon, Mon- 
sieur de Pomperant, and Monsieur de Warty, 
set forth on horseback, riding swiftly to over- 
take his majesty. My informant said the duke's 
recovery was indeed marvelous, but then he 
had seen the king, and, as madame knows, the 
old saying has it : — 

A king's face giveth Grace. 

My own opinion is, dear lady, that if they have 
kept to the road, they have by now overtaken 
the king." 

Part of this account, Jeanne thought, tallied 
with the hostess's story, and it seemed possible 
to the girl that Laval was telling her the real 
facts, and that Madame Vougeon had merely 
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repeated idle town gossip. Even if the Con- 
stable had fled away to Chantelles, Laval might 
not know it. She told herself she would trust 
him as long as she could. 

" You will not know certainly then till you 
reach Lyons ? Will it be long, monsieur, be- 
fore we get there ? " 

This question also sounded to Jeanne child- 
ish, but her heart beat rapidly while she waited 
for his answer. 

He rose from the table and spoke without 
looking at her. 

** My faith ! I am not sure, madame ; there 
will be delay because I must first go a little out 
of the direct road, in order to leave you in a 
place of safety. I cannot spare you a strong 
escort, and we may have to seek in more than 
one village before I can satisfy myself that I 
place you in safe hands. On reaching Lyons 
my first duty will be to seek the king ; if his 
majesty has not arrived, I must wait for him, 
and learn his royal intentions respecting you, 
dear lady, as his Ward. I shall then leave my 
men at the camp, and return with a few trusty 
fellows to conduct you to whatever dwelling- 
place the king may appoint for your residence. 
Now, madame, if you are ready, we will go for- 
ward." 

She bowed, and, taking her hand, he led her 
to the mounting block beside the door of the 
hostelry, where the horses stood ready. 
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Jeanne felt happier, she rejoiced to find her- 
self again in the fresh air ; the long dark room 
had been musty and evil-smelling, and it was 
a relief that she could still trust De Retz, or 
Laval, as she tried to call him. She was im- 
pressed by his candor and frankness, and she 
felt that she had wronged him by her suspi- 
cions. She blushed to think that she had 
listened so credulously to the report of an 
utter stranger. She had actually believed that 
a noble gentleman like the Count de Laval was 
playing the part of a mercenary spy ; surely 
she could not have listened so readily, but for 
that childish aversion she had conceived so 
many years ago. 

** It was partly Gillonne's fault," she told her- 
self ; ** I could see she took a bitter dislike to 
Monsieur le Comte at Laval." 

So she rode on, happier than she had been 
since she left Longuedec, full of kindly smiles 
for the companion who rode beside her, to 
whom she thought she owed reparation for her 
unworthy suspicion of his good faith. She 
had never been left so entirely to her own de- 
vices as she had been in the journey from 
Laval, and till now her distrust of De Retz had 
added to the reticence which she considered 
due to her unprotected condition. The revul- 
sion of feeling towards him overcame her re- 
serve ; she looked at him with sparkling eyes 
as they cantered on side by side. Once more 
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she was the charming sprightly Jeanne she had 
been in the old days at Longuedec. 

While she chatted and laughed, the young 
count felt the increasing fascination she had 
for him. He began to desire her for her own 
sake, and he thought it would be hard to leave 
this delightful companion, so suddenly trans- 
formed from the cold, proud girl, who had 
hitherto accompanied him, into a gay, amusing 
woman. 

The road was long and monotonous, till they 
came in sight of far-off mountains. Some of 
these had fantastic and strangely-shaped peaks, 
which sharply cut the gray sky line. There 
were no villages, only here and there they 
passed a collection of miserable huts. Laval 
turned to Jeanne. 

" We shall not find a resting-place in which 
we could even pass an hour, madame. You 
could not enter one of those houses. Will it 
not be better to halt beside the road, and 
dine on the provisions we brought from 
Moulins?" 

** Yes, yes, that will be excellent," the girl 
said joyously. " I love journeying, but the 
inns are nauseous, and they weary me. Why 
should we not travel on through the night ? " 

He laughed at her glad eagerness. 

** Madame forgets our horses ; the poor 
beasts will be tired out by the time they are 
stabled." Then suddenly throwing off his 
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formal manner : ** I am, however, entirely of 
your opinion, dear lady, there is nothing to 
equal the joyous, free life of the wayfarer who 
can afford to journey when and where he lists, 
and to snatch the golden hours as they fly. 
It is a poet's life. When you visit Amboise, 
you will talk with the court poet, Cle'ment 
Marot, who rivals our king and his royal sister, 
Madame d'Alencon, in the art of turning a 
strophe. By my faith, he will take your beauty 
for a theme." 

Jeanne blushed ; she had heard Gillonne 
say that poets and lute-players and fortune- 
tellers ought all to be whipped out of court 
together because of the, mischief they made 
there. But she had begun to think that Gil- 
lonne was old-fashioned and full of prejudice. 

** I am very ignorant," she said ; " I am not 
sure that I have heard the name you mention. 
I wish to go to court only for two reasons. I 
should love to see our gracious king ; but 
more than all I wish to meet my sweet and 
lovely cousin, Francoise de Chateaubriand." 

Laval told himself that if all went as he 
wished, Jeanne would be his wife before she 
had the chance of meeting her cousin. But 
he saw that it might stand him in good stead 
to have especial court influence with the 
favorite. 

** The Countess de Chateaubriand is as you 
say, a truly lovely lady, and she will know how 
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to make life delightful to you at Amboise. 
But, see, here is a halting place for us." 

He pointed to a little stream that trickled 
among fern fronds out of the rocky bank 
beside the road, just where the bank itself 
receded, so as to give space to some stunted 
herbage at its foot. 

Laval helped the girl from her horse, and 
throwing a cloak on the grass, begged her to 
be seated. He waited on her himself with the 
utmost devotion, and when she inquired for 
her women, he at once sent for them and bade 
them sit near their lady. . 

Jeanne enjoyed everything, even the butter- 
flies that hovered over them, and the tiny 
lizards that darted in and out of the rocky 
fissures like so many living emeralds, called 
forth her delight. 

When Laval once more helped her into the 
saddle, he whispered : 

" Ah, mon Dieu ! it will indeed be hard to 
cut short this happiness ; would that this 
journey might go on for weeks." 

She gave him an arch smile. 

** I cannot agree to that, monsieur ; in six 
weeks, perhaps sooner, we may have snow and 
cold weather ; we could not sit on the ground 
then, you know ; there will be no lizards 
among the rocks, and the butterflies will all be 
dead." 

** You speak like a true Northerner," he said, 
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laughing, as they rode on together, some Httle 
way behind the rest of the escort. **But I 
have southern blood, my mother came from 
Provence, where the winter passes over us 
tenderly, and we have flowers in December." 
He stopped and looked forward. ** Ah, here 
comes Gaspard ; I sent him on to reconnoiter, 
and he is spurring his horse as if his tidings 
were urgent. Permit me, madame." 

He rode forward to meet his follower, and 
Jeanne slackened her pace so that Anne and 
Mathurine who were behind could come up 
with her. 

The countess called Anne to ride beside 
her. 

The fair blue-eyed tirewoman blushed 
deeply, she was doubtful as to the meaning of 
this distinction ; more than once she had seen 
her mistress look very grave when tilaspard 
began to talk to her pretty attendant. 

" Anne," her mistress said, looking at her 
frankly, " I have hitherto left you to Gillonne's 
guidance, but as she is not here, I must take 
you in hand myself ; till the end of our jour- 
ney, you had better talk only with Mathurine ; 
soldiers are, I doubt not, pleasant and amus- 
ing, but they are not safe companions for 
young girls." Jeanne knew that Anne was 
older than she was, and she saw the girl pout 
her pretty lips, while an angry flush rose on 
her cheeks. ** I am young, I know," Jeanne 
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went on firmly, " but I am your mistress, and 
it is your duty to obey my commands." 

She had been wishing for some time to cau- 
tion her women, for she had noted the bold 
glances Gaspard bestowed on Anne, and as 
Mathurine's plainer face and more reticent 
manners did not bring her the same amount 
of notice, the young mistress considered that 
Anne required greater surveillance. 

Laval soon came riding back to her. 

** We are nearer our bourne than I thought. 
In a day or so, Gaspard tells me, we may reach 
a safe refuge for you. I shall ride forward 
and reconnoiter. It will not be long, however, 
before I rejoin you. Au revoir, dear lady." 

He bent almost to his saddle, and was. gone 
before Jeanne could answer. 

She saw that Gaspard followed him with a 
dozen other soldiers ; those left behind were 
commanded by a gray-haired, severe-looking 
man whom his companions called Raoul. As 
he passed this man, Laval stopped, and seem- 
ingly gave some directions, for, as soon as his 
leader was out of sight, Raoul rode back to 
Jeanne, and with a respectful salute told the 
lady that he was at her orders for the rest of 
the journey. 

She felt a sudden chill at the idea of being 
left wholly in charge of these soldiers. 

" Monsieur, the count, will return this even- 
ing, will he not ? " 

12 
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** I crave pardon of madame, but the count 
will not return to us till he has seen the king." 

" There is some mistake," she said impul- 
sively. " The count said he was soon coming 
back. We are surely on the road to Lyons." 

" Yes, madame, that is so. My lord count 
is coming back soon ; though it may not be 
for some days, perhaps a week from now. If 
madame will excuse me, I will give two of 
my men the charge of riding behind madame." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

GILLONNE MEETS AN OLD FRIEND. 

Meantime, after a long and wearisome jour- 
ney, Gillonne arrived at Chateau d'Orbec. 
She had reached Javron in time to start with 
the wagon load of slates bound for Lisieux, 
but the husband of the hostess of the Croix 
d'Or refused to allow her to travel in it ; he, 
however, helped her in the exchange of her 
tired horse for a fresh nag, and permitted her 
to ride beside the slate wagon. 

By the next day the woman became tired of 
this slow progression, and she went boldly on 
by herself, and at night put up at a hostelry ; 
the roads seemed quiet and she felt that she 
was now beyond the reach of her would-be 
murderers. She rode steadily forward, till, 
tif ed out and exhausted, in spite of several long 
halts, she came in sight of the wooden-tiled 
house-fronts of Orbec. 

At the castle she announced herself as a 
messenger from the Countess of Laval and 
d'Acigne', for Gillonne considered that her 
mistress had a right to the double title ; she 
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was at once conducted to the seneschal's room. 
In the gray-haired, well-dressed functionary 
she recognized her old friend, Enguerrand, 
who had spent some years at Longuedec, be- 
ing the ancient squire of the Baron de Coet- 
frec. 

He laughed heartily when he saw Gillonne. 

" Zou ! this is a pleasant sight. Welcome, 
my good Gillonne — but you would have been 
more than welcome had you brought your 
lady with you. My lord, the Vicomte, has set 
off, first to Laval, and then to Longuedec, to find 
her ; he has been some time at Ghent or near 
it, for the turbulent burghers have been again 
in revolt. After his departure came the mes- 
senger to announce that your good and sainted 
lady, whom may God assoil, was in extremis. 
My lord returned but six days ago, and was 
solely grieved by these tidings. He would 
not so much as repose himself after a long 
night's ride, he but called for a cup of wine 
and a manchet of bread, and then he said, 
* Bid Roger and Louis arm themselves and 
follow me to Laval.' *' 

*' Ah, mon Dieu, that is vexatious," cried 
Gillonne ; **my lady spent but one night in 
the castle of Laval ; it was like a dungeon, 
Monsieur Enguerrand, I was thankful we all 
came safe and sound out of it ; have you 
by now heard of the death of the Count of 
Laval ? Holy Virgin ! it was terrible.** 
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" My lord sent the news yesternight. Mark 
you, dame Gillonne, I do not say the news was 
sad ; I rejoiced over it. I said to my good 
wife, * The noble young lady is freed from a 
graybeard, and if it so please her can wed 
with our lord.' Ah, dame Gillonne," he shook 
his head at her, " you have not grown up as I 
thought you would ; why, at seventeen, what 
a little dare-devil you were ; in those days, 
you would have found some hindrance to that 
marriage, even had you been forced to invent 
it. Zou ! 'twas a shame and a sorrow to mate 
April with October, when you knew our lord 
worshiped the ground the young countess 
walked on ; 'twas a shame, I say." 

Enguerrand paused, out of breath ; the gar- 
rulous old fellow was carried away by the 
sight of his old friend ; to say the truth, he 
had wanted to marry Gillonne in those far-off 
days, but she had not fancied the " bragging 
Gascon," as she termed him. 

She nodded at him with a glance of intelli- 
gence in her dark eyes. 

**Tut, tut, I mind me, Enguerrand, you 
were always fond of judging your betters. Now 
it seems to me difficult to judge for them, 
seeing they are not made as we are." 

" By the Lord ! dame, I am not so sure of 
that." 

"Well, well, we will not fall out over it. 
Your wife, dame Margot, can do much for 
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you ; it was therefore well to be near of an age 
for the start, and to grow old together, you 
can thus each make allowance for declining 
strength. In my time, I have seen a young 
wife exact too much from an old husband, 
and, in like manner, an old man is apt to for- 
get that a young woman may need more 
amusement than he cares for. In our station 
it will be so, but the great are not troubled by 
these considerations. A countess has to bear 
children, it is true, like other women, but so 
long as she looks handsome and smiling, and 
pleases her lord, I know not what more she 
can do for him in his lifetime. She is cer- 
tainly not called on to work for him." 

Enguerrand looked dissatisfied. 

" It may be as you say, dame. I mind me 
that for a woman, you used to have a passing 
shrewd wit. But still I say, that a young girl, 
be she lady or peasant-born, has a right to 
some joy in her youth. That is not the Breton 
creed. In your country, dame, a girl puts on 
the collar when she weds, and she is kept at 
work till Death mercifully takes her out of har- 
ness ; but I, as you know, come from the 
sunny south, where we laugh and talk and 
never give care a foothold. By the Lord ! 
that minds me, you must need food and drink. 
Come away, come away to Dame Margot. 
Afterwards we will see what can be done for 
your errand." 
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Still talking, he led the way to the stillroom, 
a low-roofed chamber where sunshine came 
streaming in through a deeply-splayed window 
set rather high in the wall, so that the little 
woman there, her bright face yellow and rosy 
like a pippin, was mounted on a three-legged 
stool turning a bundle of lavender stalks to 
dry on the broad sill. At which sight En- 
guerrand bustled forward and snatched at 
Margot*s black stuff skirt, while he cried : 
" Have a care, Margot, have a care. By the 
Lord ! 'tis easier to break a limb than to set it. 
Malapert Jean is with my lord, and in his 
absence, there is not one among us skilled 
in chirurgery." He laughed loudly as he 
ended. 

The little woman jumped deftly off the stool. 
She had begun to make her husband a mock- 
ing reverence, when she caught sight of the 
tall, dark-browed Breton woman. 

" Holy Saints ! " she muttered, and crossed 
herself. Then with an appealing glance at her 
grinning husband : " Pardon me, madame, I 
am your humble servant, be welcome. En- 
guerrand," sharply, "give yourself then the 
trouble to say who the lady is who thus con- 
descends to visit me." 

Gillonne took the words out of Enguerrand's 
mouth. 

"Your pardon, madame, I am not a lady, 
but I was once tire-woman to that sainted lady, 
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the Countess d'Acigne, and now I am in wait- 
ing on madame, the Countess of Laval." 

Margot looked at Gillonne keenly, then she 
chuckled : 

" Oho ! you are then Gillonne, of whom I 
have heard so much. Dame," she laughed 
merrily, " there was once a time — we had only 
been wed a year— when he would say," point- 
ing to her husband, " * Ah, mon Dieu, you 
should see Gillonne do that, she would soon 
set all to rights ' ; but now he has grown used 
to Margot and her ways, and thinks her as 
clever as Gillonne. Do you not, my man ? " 

"Yes, yes, morbleu, I should think so, eh?" 
— this with a roar of laughter, as he took her 
by the shoulders and shook her much as a 
dog shakes a cat, then setting her down, he 
kissed her heartily on both rosy cheeks. 
" Zou ! was ever such a tell-tale ? Now, bustle, 
my girl, and give poor hungry Gillonne some 
of your good cookery. Fll warrant there's a 
corner of pasty, or a larded capon, or stuffed 
goose, to be had for the asking, and by the 
Lord ! she shall have a cup of Malvoisie that 
would not shame the cellars of Laval." 

He left the two women together. 

Margot had always felt slightly jealous of her 
unknown rival, but the sight of Gillonne com- 
pletely reassured her. She herself had been 
a very pretty brunette when she married En- 
guerrand. A glance told her that though the 
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hard-featured woman before was by some years 
her junior, Gillonne could never have been 
comely. 

" Eh, then, friend Gillonne,** she said, " I 
I am glad you have at last come to see us ; 
but I never thought you would be still single. 
You could not fancy my man, but there must 
have been others to choose from. Ah ! be- 
lieve me, it is better to have a man of one's 
own, than forever to comb the locks of St. 
Catherine." 

Gillonne smiled, she liked Margot, her sim- 
plicity amused her. 

" Enguerrand looks hale and happy too," she 
said, ** it is plain he has a good wife.'* 

Margot reddened with satisfaction, " May- 
be, maybe, good friend.** Then she hastened 
to set food before her guest, and pressed her 
to partake of it. 

Enguerrand soon appeared with the wine, 
in which, out of metal mugs, the three pledged 
each other, and drank to the health of the 
Comtesse de Laval and to that of the Vicomte 
d*Orbec. 

But Gillonne only waited for Enguerrand to 
drain a single cup, before she entered on the 
business of her journey. 

" I may not linger,** she said, " I must go 
on, like the churl who turns his back when 
his hunger is satisfied ; so I must journey on 
till I find my dear young lady." 
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" Where do you expect to find her ? " asked 
the seneschal. 

" When I left her, she was bound for Am- 
boise, to seek the king's protection, but — " 

Enguerrand spluttered in his eagerness to 
interrupt. 

" The king, you say ; marry, dame, all the 
world knows by this time that the king has 
left Amboise for Moulins. He went to visit 
the Constable of Bourbon, and they were then 
to journey together to Lyons, where the army 
is encamped till all the expected troops as- 
semble." 

" I have heard all this," Gillonne said slowly. 
" I have heard too an evil report about the lord 
Constable's loyalty, but I do not believe the 
slander. When your lord left the castle, did 
he speak of returning here if he did not find 
my lady at Longuedec ? " 

Enguerrand shook his head. 

" We know naught of that, except that I am 
sure my lord will not draw bridle until he has 
found your lady. The message he sent us 
from Laval said that he would go on to Lon- 
guedec and perhaps return hither." 

Gillonne gave a sigh of relief ; it comforted 
her to know that the viscount's strong arm 
and wise head were enlisted for her mistress's 
safety. She dared not speak openly to gossip- 
ing Enguerrand ; she could not tell him how 
greatly she dreaded and distrusted the new 
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Count of Laval. A sore fear was ever at her 
heart, how could she tell that the count might 
not win Jeanne to wed him ; he was a likely 
man, and he would stop at nothing to accom- 
plish his desires ; her own absence must have 
made his way easier. 

" Listen, Enguerrand," she said ; " my pur- 
pose is to journey to Lyons unless my lord 
RoUand commands otherwise. I will wait his 
return here for four days, if your good dame 
will kindly harbor me for so long.*' She 
looked at Margot, who nodded assent. " By 
that time I shall have got over the fatigue of 
my journeys, and so will my horse." 

Enguerrand slapped his legs and burst into 
a hearty laugh. 

"And for what purpose, dame, will you ride 
to Lyons ? Think you that your stalwart arm 
can in any way avail your mistress ? Mise'ri- 
corde, were it not that I am left in charge to 
represent my lord of Orbec, I would myself 
ride with you. Thou wouldst not say nay, 
Margot ? Belike we should between us dis- 
cover the Countess of Laval ; but patience, 
who knows, even now my master may be talk- 
ing with her at Longuedec." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE VICOMTE D'ORBEC. 

RoLLAND, Vicomte d'Orbec, had ridden off 
in haste to Laval and then to Longuedec, but 
he had not expected that he should there find 
the young Countess of Laval. RoUand had 
been absent from court for several months, 
out of the way of hearing news ; when the 
tidings of Jeanne's double bereavement reached 
him, he was greatly troubled. He hurried off 
to Laval in the hope of finding the young, 
widow, and he was conducted to the hall 
where he found the sleek, keen-eyed priest 
who announced himself as the chaplain. 
"Your pardon, my lord," he said in answer 
to RoUand's inquiry, ** the countess has gone 
to seek the king, under the escort of our pres- 
ent lord, the late count's successor, formerly 
Baron Etienne De Retz." 

RoUand was silent ; he had known De Retz 
in the army for a thorough-paced libertine, 
seemingly good-natured and easy-going, but a 
man who rarely spared a woman, who gambled 
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deeply, and was always in want of money. 
The lordship of Laval was a fairly rich inherit- 
ance, though the lands appertaining to it were 
said to be sterile ; it was not likely that such 
a man would lose so good a chance as the 
winning a rich heiress when he had every 
facility in his hands. 

The thought of such a marriage drove Hol- 
land wild, but as he realized that his pure, in- 
nocent Jeanne was in the hands of a man as 
attractive as he was unscrupulous, a man who 
had over and over again proved his unfitness 
to be trusted with the care of a good woman, 
he was aghast. He was certain that he should 
not find Jeanne at Longuedec. 

The chaplain added, " Madame is by this 
time at Moulins ; the count travels with a 
strong escort of soldiers, Monsieur le Vicomte 
need not fear for her safety," he ended with a 
smile. 

RoUand had recovered from the shock of 
the priest's announcement. 

"Madame la Comtesse travels also, I sup- 
pose, with the escort she brought from Lon- 
guedec?" 

A look of amusement crossed the priest's 
wily face. 

"Your pardon, my lord ; as our garrison 
was very large ; my lord, the late count, ol 
ever-blessed memory, directed that the lady 
shpuld only be accompanied by her own 
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female attendants. A fitting escort was sent 
to Longuedec from Laval and it brought my 
lady hither in a litter, with her three women. 
They remained here but one night as the 
Countess asked to be placed under the King's 
immediate guardianship.*' 

"She is still accompanied by the women she 
brought hither—" 

" They left the castle at the same time, my 
lord, but I learned that the elder woman, Gil- 
lonne, they called her, was soon to quit the 
others, as she was bound for Mayenne." 

" You are sure of this ? " RoUand asked. It 
seemed to him extraordinary that this trusty 
woman should at such a time leave her mis- 
tress ; he resolved on his return to visit May- 
enne, and to glean if possible some tidings of 
Gillonne ; he was sure she was too prudent to 
leave Jeanne, unless she had good cause. He 
took leave of the chaplain and journeyed rapidly 
through Brittany, tiring out two horses before 
he reached Longuedec. 

His approach was anxiously watched from 
the castle battlements. He found the port- 
cullis raised, and the drawbridge lowered for 
his passage across it. 

Leon, the old seneschal, to whom Jeanne 
had confided the charge of the castle, met the 
young lord at the entrance, and welcomed him 
with affectionate reverence. 

"Your lordship's face is the best sight I have 
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seen since your Excellency went away from 
Coetfrec. Ah, my lord, had you stayed, things 
would have happened differently. Your lord- 
ship was the keystone of the arch; in your 
absence the building has crumbled/' 
. RoUand walked on in silence till they reached 
the great hall. His purpose in riding to Lon- 
guedec had been to find out how many men 
Leon could raise or spare from the castle 
garrison. At the head of a band of her own 
people, Jeanne would be far better able to cope 
with Laval, unless indeed, he had already suc- 
ceeded in winning her to his purpose. If she 
had agreed to marry him, unless compelled 
thereto by royal command, she could not wed 
till her mourning period had expired. He 
smiled with better hope as this thought passed 
through his mind. 

" I have come as quickly as I could, old 
friend. I went round by Laval, but that is not 
much of a detour." 

** ril be bound my lady was not to be found 
there ? " said the seneschal. 

"Do you know or guess whereabouts she 
is?" 

** We have no tidings of late date, your Ex- 
cellency. A band of those marauders — ^your 
lordship has noted them — caught Pierre Livet, 
and they were bringing him this way, with 
intent to drag a ransom out of his people, his 
father being a wealthy farmer at Plenare' ; well. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



192 A Ward of the King. 

my lord, between Blois and Vendome the rob- 
bers fell in with the Count of Laval and a 
strong body of soldiers ; there was a sharp en- 
counter, and Pierre managed to escape. When 
he reached Vendome, he learned that the 
Count of Laval and his troop had charge of 
our dear lady and were escorting her to Mou- 
lins. If the king be still at Moulins, our chate- 
laine will also be there." 

RoUand did not answer, he sat lost in 
thought. It seemed scarcely likely that Laval 
would take his charge to the camp at Lyons ; 
yet he would hardly leave her alone at Moulins, 
which was now doubtless in a state of insur- 
rection. RoUand had heard the rumor that a 
price was set on the head of the Constable. 

** I do not think Gillonne is with her mis- 
tress, she was to go to Mayenne ; do you know 
whether she has friends there ? " 

Leon looked doubtful. 

** There was a cousin, Excellency, I believe, 
but no one near enough to justify Gillonne in 
leaving our mistress at such a time." 

There was silence, then the old seneschal 
said with some hesitation : 

"Can it be that Gillonne was fearful, and 
went to seek help from your Excellency ? . I 
have heard her say there were but two men 
in the world in whom she felt trust and those 
were, with your lordship's pardon, the present 
company. I believe she has journeyed to 
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Chateau d'Orbec in the hope of finding help 
for her lady. She liked not this new Count 
de Laval ; she once told me that should any- 
thing happen to our sainted mistress, before 
the late count came to claim his bride, she 
should try to have our young lady placed with 
the good nuns of the Abbaye aux Dames at 
Caen. The convent is, I think, not far distant 
from Orbec." 

" It is not very far off ; but, Leon, I have no 
authority to take the countess from her present 
guardian ; she is, you must remember, a Ward 
of the King." 

** Yes, worse luck,** Leon muttered between 
his teeth ; he had been for too many years 
accustomed to respectful ways to speak lightly 
of the doings of his betters. Then he remem- 
bered that the opportunity he had wished for 
was given him, and that he was passing it by. 
" I crave pardon, my lord ; I am an old man, 
whose place it is to be silent and watch the 
game in which others play their parts, but I 
believe that if my lord held up a finger of 
warningj Mademoiselle Jeanne would follow 
his counsel. Ah me, I crave pardon ; the old 
name fits the tongue better than the new one. 
It was sad to learn that she, so young and fair 
a lady, was so early widowed ; but if it was to 
be, I say, so best, before she had learned to 
love her lord, or mayhap to find out that she 
could not love him, dear child. Your cKcel 
13 
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lency knows that I was here before she came 
to gladden the lives of us all. 

" And I have not seen her for a long time 
past." RoUand spoke dreamily ; it seemed to 
him strange that he should have allowed so 
long a period to elapse without revisiting 
Longuedec. It was true that his duties in the 
Low Countries had kept him absent, and that 
in his brief period of return, he found much 
to set in order at Orbec ; now, however, he 
told himself with some reproach that he had 
always been ready to find excuse for staying 
out of Brittany. 

** The King will probably exact such a levy," 
he said, when he had consulted with Leon as 
to the possibility of raising a body-guard of 
Jeanne's own men for her greater security, 
"and, it may be, with less regard for the 
security of your garrison. I have no wish to 
weaken your resources, Leon, but I remember 
several stout lads in the village, who must by 
now be grown men. See to it, old friend, I 
think one and all will be proud to serve their 
lady, though they might not care to fight 
under the banner of Laval." 

" There are not many left, my lord. The 
king has been gathering soldiers from every 
part of France ; and Brittany is reckoned with 
France nowadays. But Lao and Mathieu, two 
good, stout fellows who have served, are still 
in the village. They were wounded, but are 
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ready to take service again only— only— " he 
lowered his voice, " they will not fight against 
the Constable de Bourbon." 

** I understand. You may tell them there 
is no fear of that. I am not going to the camp 
till I have found your lady. There will be 
plenty of time for me to discharge Mathieu and 
Lao if they do not wish to join the king's troops." 

" My lord does not think that the noble duke 
would ever draw sword against the king, his 
own cousin ? " 

"I hoi)e not, Leon ; but it is not safe to be- 
come surety for princes, or put faith in them. 
Now, go you down the hill, and bring me as 
many recruits as you can. They must be 
trained soldiers, mark you, not raw boys. I 
can but give you the time that remains of to- 
day. I must start at daybreak.'* 

He was going meantime to Coetfrec ; but 
first he wandered into the garden where he and 
Jeanne had spent so many sunny hours. Noth- 
ing was changed, except that the flowers 
were scarcer and less cared for ; he guessed 
that her mother's last weeks of illness had hin- 
dered Jeanne's loving tendance of her garden 
treasures. As he stood there, he seemed to 
see the sweet, bright face with its saucy, mock 
defiant expression, in the happy days when 
they laughed and jested together. And she 
had been here so lately, his own dear Jeanne. 
Should he know her now, he wondered ? She 
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had, perhaps, fulfilled her early promise, and 
had blossomed out into a beautiful woman. 

As the picture of her possible loveliness 
grew in his mind, a truth dawned on him, his 
eyes opened and he saw in a sudden flash the 
meaning of his unwillingness to revisit Lon- 
guedec. He had wanted Jeanne for himself, 
and he had not cared to look on her while she 
belonged to the Count of Laval. He smiled 
at this discovery, it seemed impossible that his 
hopes and feelings had become centered in a 
mere child, yet he knew that he had never 
seen any other young girl whom he thought 
worthy to be named in the same breath with 
his sweet pupil. 

He paced up and down the little lonely 
garden. He told himself he had discovered 
the secret that had made him indifferent to 
other female attractions. In Italy, he had 
seen some very beautiful women, but he had 
remained proof against their charm. 

**It is at best but an idle dream, Jeanne has 
had one elderly husband, she will not do the 
same thing twice. I am almost thirty, and she 
is not yet eighteen ; she will— if she is allowed 
to choose for herself — take a husband nearer 
her own age. What chance have I against 
such a youthful cavalier as the new Comte de 
Laval?'' 

But RoUand was too much a man of action 
to expend time in self-torment, 
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He went to the castle-yard and commanded 
his horse and one of his squires to be ready ; 
then he rode over to Coetfrec. He arrived, 
as he had hoped, in time to revoke the order 
he had sent on his return to Orbec, namely, 
that those of his tenants who had already 
served under him, should at once proceed to 
Lyons, and there await his arrival ; he bade 
them now prepare to accompany him to Mou- 
lins, for he had determined to guide his future 
movements by the news he should there gather 
about Jeanne and her escort. 

It cheered him to ride back to Longuedec 
with six stout men-at-arms and their following. 
When in the evening he reached the castle, 
Leon the seneschal, met him with the news 
that Lao and Mathieu would be at the castle 
gates by daybreak with about ten recruits. 

" And, my lord," the old man said earnestly, 
" you may trust to Lao and Mathieu ; they are 
God-fearing men, and in time of peace they 
stay at home quietly with their wives and chil- 
dren ; they will not play you false for any bribe 
that may be offered them." 

RoUand thought a moment, then he said : 

" I remember Mathieu, he was at Marignano, 
in the Constable's body-guard, and we fought 
side by side ; he told me his home was at 
Longuedec ; we will make him leader, Leon ; 
the Countess's troop must have a leader of its 
own, till the men place themselves under her 
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command ; you must furnish them with the 
banner of Monsieur d'Acigne." 

Leon looked unwiUing ; he had told the 
jLonguedec men they would be led by the 
Vicomte d'Orbec ; then, as RoUand smiled at 
Wm, the old man understood. 
^ ** His Excellency means that he will lead 
them, but he will not really take command till 
my lady gives it him. I know my lord will 
bring us back our dear lady. Methinks I 
would be content to die if I could but see her 
once more safe under her noble father's roof- 
tree." 

" Pardieu, I will do what I can. Meantime, 
your lady, remember, is a Ward of the King, 
and his majesty may have already provided her 
with a husband, to whom her vassals will owe 
obedience." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

MATHIEU'S STORY. 

Holland gave command of the troop to 
Mathieu, and entrusted to Lao's keeping the 
precious banner of Longuedec. 

While he rode at the head of his party, he 
conversed freely with the two men ; he was 
singularly free from the haughty reserve of 
most of the young nobles ; by the time he had 
ridden a league with them he had gathered how 
useful these two soldiers could be to him in 
his quest. They had both served under the 
Constable and they were devoted to him — 
Mathieu had been born, in the Bourbonnais, 
and he acknowledged no other sovereign than 
the Duke of Bourbon. They worshiped their 
young chatelaine and so detested the new 
Count of Laval, that RoUand found himself 
compelled to hear very much to the disadvan- 
tage of Jeanne's present guardian. 

The Vicomte's anxiety to find Jeanne had 
greatly increased since he left Orbec ; he now 
determined to give up his visit to Mayenne, 
because it would cause a considerable 
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from his southern route ; he meant to travel to 
MouHns by way of Vendome and Blois, now 
that he had certain news that Jeanne had fol- 
lowed that road. In one or other place he 
hoped to glean some tidings as to where he 
should find her. RoUand de la Touche had 
not an exalted idea of his own powers, but he 
had firm faith in a righteous cause ; he believed 
there was no such word as ** impossible " in 
his present enterprise. 

He did not, however, give up his purpose of 
seeking for Gillonne, and he despatched Lao 
with one of his Coetfrec men, to make inquiry 
for the woman at Mayenne. If they found 
reason to suspect that she had gone on to Or- 
bec, they were to follow her thither and bring 
her on with them to Moulins, where the Vi- 
comte promised to leave instructions at Le 
Cceur Loyal, an inn recommended by Mathieu, 
as to his subsequent route. 

They traveled more quickly than Jeanne and 
her escort had. They changed horses more 
frequently, and spent most of their time in the 
saddle. When they came in sight of Moulins, 
RoUand announced his intention of resting at 
" Le Cceur Royal." Mathieu had told him it 
was kept by his cousin, the widow of a servant 
of the Duke de Bourbon ; there would be 
clean beds, he said, and fair dealing. 

** Good qualities, both. If the food and wine 
are on the same level, we cannot do better," 
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RoUand said as they cantered down the main 
street to the inn. , 

Neither at Vendome or Blois had they gained 
any tidings of the party from Laval. At Blois 
the Constable's name was in every man's mouth. 
He was stigmatized as a traitor who had sold 
his sword to Henry of England and to the 
Emperor Charles. In a town so near Am- 
boise the royal influence was paramount, more 
than once they heard the hope expressed that 
the Duke would soon be taken, tried, con- 
demned, and drawn and quartered as a traitor 
to King and country. 

RoUand was forced to bind Mathieu down to 
keep the peace, so indignant was the honest 
fellow at the insults heaped on his liege lord. 
The Vicomte rode along in silence, he felt he 
was in a difficulty. If by any chance he en- 
countered the duke who was said to be hiding 
in the Bourbonnais, his plain duty as a loyal 
subject was to deliver him up to justice. He 
also knew that he would rather cut off his own 
right hand than betray Charles de Bourbon to 
the King. 

When he dismounted before the door of the 
" Cceur Loyal," he noted the cordial greeting 
between Mathieu and the hostess. While he 
waited for supper, he bade the man inquire . 
about the Countess and the party with whom 
she had passed through Moulins. Mathieu 
did not return, and RoUand supposed that he 
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could gain no news ; he thought he should 
have to make inquiry in the town itself. 

He had supped in his chamber, and was 
sitting at the window from which Jeanne 
had watched, when Mathieu knocked at the 
door. 

The man seemed excited, but he did not 
speak till the Vicomte questioned him. 

** My lord," he said eagerly, " our lady the 
Countess has been here, also the new Count 
of Laval." He went back to the door and 
looked out ; then he opened the door into the 
loft. ** Pardon, Excellency, at a time like 
this, my lord knows, lives hang on words. It 
appears that the lady saw my cousin privately 
and told her that she was on the way to Lyons 
to see the king ; my cousin, however, gath- 
ered from something she overheard, that the 
Count of Laval is engaged in tracking him, my 
lord wots of, and she felt sure that instead of 
turning off to Lyons he would take the road 
to le Puy. When the Countess, in the early 
morning, left this house, 'twas but two days 
ago, my lord, the Count of Laval was not with 
her. He had left a soldier named Gaspard to 
guard her and to command the escort which 
had been lodged in the town. Among the 
horsemen was Duroc, the paid spy of the 
count, a villain my cousin Therese would not 
have lodged or fed. She says, it is possible 
that the Count and Duroc may be even now 
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tracking my lord Duke, while the lady travels 
slowly to Lyons ; but she has no certainty on 
this head. Mayhap your lordship's wisdom 
can decide which road our Countess has 
taken." 

" I must think," RoUand said. " It is late, 
and night brings counsel along with sleep. 
Waken our fellows at daybreak, Mathieu, and 
wait for me with them at the western gate of 
the town." 

Mathieu sat talking with his cousin the 
hostess of the Coeur Loyal, and when night 
fell, he went into the town. The next morn- 
ing he was far more definite in his ideas re- 
specting the route taken by his young lady. 
He did not speak to his chief till they were 
out of Moulins ; then he asked if RoUand 
knew that the Constable had fled to Chantelles 
and had left it a few days after. 

** I heard something of this," the Vicomte 
said ; ** are you certain that your cousin's news 
may be trusted ? a woman, you know, seldom 
repeats accurately what she hears." 

Mathieu smiled. 

** I know it, for I am married, my lord. I 
can swear my cousin Therese is honest, and 
.speaks the truth, but I know women broider 
facts with their fancies, and I did not depend 
on her only ; I have friends in Moulins, and 
last night I went into the town and had speech 
with two of them ; their names would satisfy 
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my lord, but I may not speak them at a time 
like this. Did his Excellency hear how the 
Count de Vallier has been dealt with ? I am 
told that the Count de Laval, or, as they call 
him here, the Baron De Retz, was seen in 
talk with Duroc — once a confidential servant 
of my lord Constable, now dismissed from 
service. The two were watched — next morn- 
ing this fellow rode off with Monsieur De Retz 
before the Countess and the rest of the escort 
quitted Moulins. There seems to be no doubt 
that Monsieur De Retz and Duroc are track- 
ing the Duke, and in that case they are bound 
for le Puy in the Auvergne." 

"But what would the Constable be doing 
in the Auvergne ? I heard he had been pro- 
claimed a traitor, and was collecting troops to 
make head against any force which the king 
might send to arrest him.'* 

Mathieu shrugged his shoulders. 

** Ah, my lord, I cannot understand this 
charge of treason. The Duke is wise and 
powerful ; his strength lies here, where he is 
known and loved and trusted, where everyone 
but a traitor would shed his last drop of blood 
to uphold his cause against the Regent ; my 
lord, the Constable has no quarrel with the 
King. His Excellency will not wish to lose 
an hour, or I would have asked him to see 
these friends of the Duke. They say he will 
cross the Italian frontier after he has traversed 
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Dauphihy and Savoy, and that he is to hold a 
command in the Italian army." 

** He has then probably quitted France." 

** I crave my lord's pardon. The Duke 
must cross the Rhone at Vienne, and while 
the army is at Lyons, I learn that the river is 
jealously guarded some way up and down 
stream ; it is thought that his highness will lie 
concealed in one or other of the little villages 
of the neighborhood, where he is not person- 
ally known, but w^here, if recognized, he would 
never be betrayed." 

Holland rode on, biting his lips. It seemed 
extremely probable that De Retz had gone in 
pursuit of the Constable, but why should he 
take Jeanne along with him ? At last he said 
abruptly, over his shoulder, to Mathieu :— 

" Ride up close, Mathieu, I want to ask you 
a question. You said yesterday that when you 
were in Italy with my lord, the Duke of Bour- 
bon, the Baron De Retz was one of his offi- 
cers. Tell me, was the baron in favor with 
his highness ? " 

" Yes, my lord, he was so till after the first 
skirmish, for he is a daring soldier. He was 
so tnuch in favor that many of us, who saw 
and heard things which so noble a prince would 
not stoop to note, wondered, while we held 
our peace." The man paused. 

** Well ?" RoUand said inquiringly. 

'* It was. Excellency, soon after the first 
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skirmish. The Duke was quietly riding past 
a village to see Monsieur de Pomperant, who 
had been wounded, only Lao and I were 
riding behind his highness. Suddenly a girl 
rushed out from a door in the stone wall be- 
side the road. She ran so fast her feet seemed 
scarcely to touch the ground, and then she 
flung herself down on the white road in front 
of the duke's horse. ' Help, my lord Duke,* 
she cried. The horse was well trained or it 
must have reared, and some mischance might 
have befallen the girl. The Duke checked it 
at once, but Lao and I, looking beyond the 
girl saw, for an instant, a dark face at the door 
in the wall. It was the face of the Baron De 
Retz. My lord Duke bent forward with a 
kind glance at the girl who knelt before him. 

" * Rise, Mademoiselle,* he said, * it is not 
seemly that you should kneel to me ; more- 
over, you terrify my horse ; if you have a boon 
to ask, let me hear it.' My lord knows the 
royal dignity with which his highness speaks. 
* Tell me, Mademoiselle, how I can help you ; 
you have nothing to fear,* he said. My lord, 
I cannot forget the despair of that girl's eyes 
as she looked towards the door in the wall. 
Then seeing no one, she stood up and began 
her story. Now that she stood we saw that 
she was very tall, and I fancy she had been 
beautiful, but her eyes were swollen with weep- 
ing and one cheek was purple as from a blow. 
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It seemed to me that she could hardly teep • 
herself from sobs and tears. She said that she 
was an orphan, her father had been a Milanese 
officer, and her mother's relations were noble, 
but poor. When the French troops entered 
Milan, Monsieur De Retz saw her at the win- 
dow of her sick mother's chamber ; he some- 
how found admission to the house and gained 
the goodwill of her father. Her mother died, 
her father was killed in a skirmish, she said, 
and then Monsieur De Retz professed love for 
her. She told him her only refuge was in a 
convent, and he asked her to marry him. She 
consented, but the Baron asked for delay. 
One day the owner of the house in which she 
still lived, told her that she must depart ; he 
could not harbor a single woman who received 
visits from a Frenchman. Monsieur De Retz 
promised to marry her when the war was over, 
ancl she became his mistress. She followed 
him disguised as a page, but a few days ago he 
told her he had tired of her, and bade her 
leave him. To-day, when she refused to go 
away, he struck her face ; at last he bade her 
remain, saying he should turn her over to one 
of his soldiers named Gaspard, a man she es- 
pecially disliked ; it was to ask protection from 
this last outrage that she had appealed to the 
Duke, when she learned that he was even then 
passing the garden wall.*' 

** What became of her ?*' said RoUand, 
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" I do not know, my lord, but on our return to 
the camp, the Constable sent for Baron deRetz. 
I was keeping guard outside his tent. When 
the Baron came out of it, he looked like a 
whipped hound, though there was a devilish 
glare in his eyes. The Constable's face was 
set and as hard as iron. * Let it be done to- 
morrow at latest/ he said. I heard afterwards 
that my lord had made the Baron promise to 
marry the poor lady. Next day, De Retz de- 
clared that she was nowhere to be found, and 
this so angered my lord Constable that, before 
witnesses, he said he no longer wished De 
Retz to serve under him. My lord will know 
whether the Count of Laval, as he now is, can 
bear much love to the Duke de Bourbon." 

" It seems to me we are as far to seek as 
ever, unless, indeed, one can glean tidings at 
the inns on the road," RoUand answered, but 
Mathieu's story had made him more than ever 
anxious to rescue Jeanne from the protection 
of Laval. 

" My lord, craving your pardon, I think the 
Count will not need to go tole Puy.'* Mathieu 
looked round him to be sure no one else was 
within earshot. ** If I, my lord, were seeking 
this fugitive, I should go only a little south of 
St. Etienne. At one of the hamlets there- 
abouts, I think we shall hear news of Monsieur 
de Laval and our lady." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE COUNT OF LAVAL MEETS AN ANGLER 
ON THE ROAD. 

Yet, after all, Etienne De Retz, now Count 
of Laval, had gone to le Puy. He had almost 
a certainty of finding the Constable in the vol- 
canic region around it, but he thought it would 
be a mistake to encumber himself with Jeanne 
and her women in difficult passes among the 
hills. He had directed Raoul, the leader of 
her escort, to wait for him at St. Feriol, a vil- 
lage near St. Etienne. He was so sure of 
capturing the Constable, that he had deter- 
mined to visit St. Feriol on his return from le 
Puy, and to carry both his prisoner and Jeanne 
to Lyons. He knew that in such a case the 
King w^ould not refuse him his Ward, and 
Jeanne would be compelled to receive him as 
her affianced husband. 

He knew too that most women admired the 
Constable, who, though he had never been a 
squire of dames, held chivalrous ideas as to 
their treatment. He told himself, with an 
oath, he had good reason to know that. If 
14 
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Jeanne were to guess the purpose of his jour- 
ney, she would side with the Duke ; more than 
that, she might try to interfere in the matter, 
for she seemed to have a rare spirit for her 
years. 

He halted at Yssingaux and was told by a 
surly Swiss soldier that the Constable had 
been recognized the day before not far from le 
Puy. Laval had about a dozen soldiers with 
him, besides Gaspard, almost all of them able 
to recognize the fugitive should he be met 
with ; they had ridden far and fast, horses 
and men were well-nigh exhausted, but their 
leader determined to push on to le Puy. 

On their way, they saw half-way up a lofty 
hill, the glimmer of water. Laval guessed 
that it was one of the tarns which sometimes 
occupy the crater of an extinct volcano. It 
was not far from the road. They had taken a 
shorter way than the high road, and one sel- 
dom traversed. As Laval spied out the lake, 
he also noted a figure standing beside it, which " 
showed in bold relief against the gray rock wall 
that rose behind the tarn. Laval rode on till 
they were out of sight of the stationary figure, 
then he called a halt, and bidding Gaspard and 
the rest wait for him behind a huge projecting 
boulder, he dismounted and followed a narrow 
goat track cumbered with ashes and scoria 
which led as he expected, after several detours 
among the f<intastic shaped crags, some of 
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which towered into lofty hills, to the lonely 
tarn. 

The figure he had noted stood beside it, a 
man of middle height and peaceful aspect, 
clacf in a dark green doublet ; a well-worn 
wallet hung from his girdle, and he was diving 
into it with both hands when the Count came 
up to him. 

** Good evening, friend," said Laval. " Tete 
Dieu, can many fish be found so near the 
road ? " 

The stranger wore long tangled hair, and 
an unusual amount of beard. He slightly 
frowned, and put up his hand as if to enforce 
silence. 

** Pardieu, monsieur, you are a greater dis- 
turber than the passers-by," he said very softly. 
** But what matters the number of fish I catch ? 
I come here for sport, not for supper, else an 
empty belly would often be my portion." 

Laval stared, then he laughed. 

** I thought the sport consisted in taking fish. 
Have you then nothing in your wallet ? " 

The angler slowly pulled out a wriggling 
worm, and then a small bottle in which was a 
tiny minnow. 

" And you have taken naught ? " 

The angler looked up inquiringly at him 
through his tangled hair. 

** Holy Virgin ! must it be only the catch 
that compensates ? is there no pleasure in the 
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chase ? It must be so, or why am I here ? 
Day after day I rise with no such intent, and 
yet ere nightfall I find myself beside this bit of 
water. Pardieu— it is my life." He looked at 
his rod which he had laid aside and then at 
the track by which the stranger had approached 
him, as if to intimate his desire to be alone. 

" Your occupation is a strange one in these 
stirring times, and at your years, when every 
strong arm is needed for the King's service." 

** Alas, my arm is no longer strong," the 
angler said sadly ; ** a blight has fallen on it. 
Speak of other matters, you but tempt me to 
repine when you talk of serving the King." 

** Well then, my friend,"— Laval had delayed 
his question for fear of betraying his eagerness 
— ** as you pass your days here, you must note 
passers-by on the way below you ; have you 
noted any to-day or yesterday ?" 

** If I did not think you made one of them, 
I could say a dozen or more of horsemen 
passed but a while ago, on their way to le Puy, 
I trow ; this road is lonely and my sport is 
rarely disturbed, but yesterday two horsemen 
went by in the contrary direction." 

**Say you so?" Laval's eyes glittered 
though he spoke calmly. ** I expect to meet 
friends about here ; one is very tall and has a 
distinguished appearance, the other is, well, 
much of your own height and aspect." 

The angler smiled. 
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" These may be the friends you seek, for as 
they passed by, I noted that one of them had 
a noble bearing and was taller than his fellow, 
who, in truth, looked as ordinary as any bur- 
gess ; you doubtless met both these cavaliers 
near Yssambaux." 

Laval could scarcely restrain his excitement. 

** By Saint Tiburtius, we did not meet a 
soul ; these cavaliers must have followed the 
high road ; they could turn into it about half 
an hour from this ; this way saves distance, 
but it is plaguey rough for horses." 

The angler did not answer, his eyes were 
bent on his line. Laval had not done with 
him. 

** Are you from le Puy ? *' he said. 

The angler nodded. 

** Then you can tell me how the town is 
affected ? Does it stand by the King, or by 
the Duke de Bourbon ? " 

The angler half raised the flapping hat that 
shadowed his face. 

** Vive le Roi ; I trow we are King's men in 
le Puy, and, stranger, I counsel you to keep a 
quiet tongue behind your teeth, if you are, as 
I guess you to be, in favor of the Constable." 

" I, parbleu, I am bound for Lyons, where 
the rest of my levy awaits me ; yet I have 
served under the Duke in old days. I deplore 
his present course, but I would not betray him, 
should such a chance fall in my way ; on the 
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contrary, I should advise him to return to his 
allegiance." 

** And you think he would listen ? Mort 
Dieu, it has ever been told in my hearing, that 
Charles de Bourbon is not to be moved from 
the line he has once taken ; he is set like a 
rock when he once chooses his course ; but 
for my part I am not yet credulous of his 
treasonable intentions towards the King." 

Laval looked keenly at the strange bearded 
face. 

** On our road here," he said slowly, " I 
halted at Moulins, for I was puzzled by the 
news I had heard farther north ; the tidings I 
gathered at Moulins left no doubt of the Duke's 
treason." 

**What did you hear at Moulins ?" 

The angler's tone of indifference lulled 
Laval's rising suspicion ; while they conversed 
he had begun to think that the angler might 
be the Constable's spy ; now he saw that his 
first impression had been correct, and that he 
was one of those besotted fools of whom he 
had heard, who, while the rest of the world 
was agitated by the course of public events, 
buried themselves in their sport, and took no 
interest in aught outside it. 

** Ma foi, sir angler, I heard at Moulins that 
though the lord Constable was ill in bed, so ill 
that he could not even rise to greet his majesty, 
he was in the saddle, on his way to Palissy 
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half an hour after the King's departure ; he 
who was to travel slowly in a litter to join the 
King at Lyons." 

The angler looked surprised. 

" Say you so ? Well, well, they should know 
the truth in the Duke's own city. Still he may 
have gone to Chantelles but to raise troops, and 
he may have joined the King from thence. 
What think you ? But all this is idle talk," he 
turned away and began to bait his hook. ** Your 
tongue scares the fish, and my supper is still in 
the water." 

"Diable," Laval spoke impatiently, "you 
know nothing ; all the world knows that the 
Duke left Chantelles days ago. He is said to 
be near le Puy, for he intends to pass into 
Savoy so as to join Pescara in Italy." 

" Blows the wind that way ? You have at 
last told me something I had not heard before. 
Have you more tidings stowed away in your 
doublet?" 

He called out this loudly, for Laval had 
turned abruptly from him and was hurrying 
down the track. He waved his hand and was 
soon lost to sight among the gray crags. 

The angler remained stationary a good half- 
hour, during which he only caught one fish. 
Then he rose, shouldered his long rod and 
began to circle round the high rock behind the 
tarn. 

Presently he found himself in a sort of basin 
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around which the tall gray crags, strangely fan- 
tastic in form, clustered as if they guarded a 
secret. Between two of these stood out a dark 
hole, the entrance to a cavern in the rock. The 
angler stretched out his rod and tapped three 
times on the rock just above the opening. 

Out of this, in a minute or so, came a bend- 
ing figure wrapped in a cloak that concealed 
him. At sight of the angler the man stood 
erect, threw aside the cloak and showed him- 
self to be very tall and of commanding pres- 
ence ; his broad hat shadowed his face, almost 
of ivory tint, with jet black hair and beard. 
His eyes, as he turned them inquiringly to his 
companion, were very black and brilliant. 

**Wasithe?"heasked. 

"Yes, my lord." Then the angler related 
the news which Laval had brought from 
Moulins. ** So that my lord will agree, it is 
useless to return to le Puy.*' 

" Call me friend John, it is simpler— and 
wiser ; I will call you friend Peter. My first 
idea was the best ; let us make for St. Bonnet. 
It is so miserable a place that no one will think 
of seeking me there. Besides I am safe there. 
The passage of the Rhone will be easy from 
la Verite, Think you this fellow is tracking 
us?" 

** No doubt he is. Why else is he here ? He 
professed friendship for friend John, but his 
eyes belied him. I, for one, shall feel safer 
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when the Rhone is between us and Monsieur 
le Comte/' 

" We must move quietly/* his tall companion 
said. " I have a good friend near St. Etienne ; 
another at St. Bonnet, where no one will think 
of looking for us. But we must reach St. 
Etienne before this dog leaves le Puy." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

WHAT JEANNE SAW IN THE WOOD. 

Jeanne was glad when they at last reached 
the hostel of the Fleur de Lys ; she saw that 
the sound of their arrival had brought to the 
door an old, respectably clad woman, evidently 
the hostess, and as evidently a widow. She 
was all courtesy and smiling welcome to the 
lady and her women. When, however, she 
came back to the entrance and Raoul asked for 
lodging for himself and his men, she brusquely 
told him it was not in her power to give it ; 
she could hardly find chambers for the lady 
and her women. 

Raoul grumbled loudly. 

** Men like yours," she said, " will not please 
themselves in my quiet house ; my liquor will 
not suit their taste. The village is but half a 
mile away, my friend." She pointed along 
the road. ** You will find room at the Rouge 
Dragon ; the landlord is a jolly host, his cheer 
will be more to your liking ; the Fleur de Lys 
is better suited for a lady." 

Raoul remembered his master's caution to 



Digitized by 



Googk 



What Jeanne Saw in the Wood. 219 

lodge the Countess as privately as possible, so 
after some more oaths and fierce grumblings, 
he bade the troop ride on to the Rouge Dragon, 
and sent word to Jeanne that he should be 
near at hand to receive her commands. 

The weather was singularly cold for the 
time of year ; and though Jeanne was a hardy 
Breton girl, she felt the keen east wind which 
drove in through the ill-fitting lattice of her 
chamber. So far south she had expected a 
warmer climate, and she saw by the shivering 
ways of her old hostess, that the temperature 
was unusual. Two days had passed since 
Jeanne's arrival at the Fleur de Lys ; the inn 
stood some way back from the road, and had 
a bit of waste land before it, while behind it, 
was rising ground, thickly wooded. 

The hostess was old and frail looking ; 
Jeanne had tried to talk to her, but the woman 
answered in monosyllables as though she were 
stupid; and she soon found an excuse for 
leaving the lady. 

Anne and Mathurine said that Mariette, the 
big coarse-featured woman-servant, might as 
well be a dumb brute, for she could not un- 
derstand what they said, and her patois was to 
them unintelligible. An old man and a couple 
of lads made up the silent household ; so 
silent was it, that at the end of these two days, 
Jeanne told herself she could not bear it much 
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longer ; it seemed as though mistress and serv- 
ants held some weighty secret in their keep- 
ing, which any lack of silence might betray. 

Jeanne wished that Laval would return; 
her anger at his departure had soon quieted ; 
it was so probable that a sudden summons had 
called him to Lyons ; more than once after 
they left Moulins she had seen a man ride up 
to the Count and after a short talk, ride away 
again. Her woman Anne had been and was 
still dull and listless ; she was, Jeanne thought, 
either fretting after Gaspard, or sulky at her 
mistress's disapproval of her behavior. Math- 
urine had become singularly silent, though 
she was by nature quick-witted. Life at the 
Fleur de Lys was duller than Jeanne had ever 
known it. 

On the afternoon of the third day, she told 
her maids she should walk to the wood on the 
rising ground behind the house, and she bade 
them go with her. She wrapped herself in 
her long black riding cloak, happier to have 
some semblance of mourning about her. In 
these last uneventful days she had missed her 
mother more than ever, and now without 
Gillonne she felt doubly forlorn. 

Anne and Mathurine were chilly, and had 
also wrapped themselves in their cloaks, so 
that when they moved about among the closely 
planted chestnut trees of the wood, the three 
figures were hardly discernible. Jeanne won- 
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dered where the village was. Raoul, the 
leader of the escort, came up daily to the inn 
to ask if she had any orders for him, and to 
say that he had no news of his leader. Jeanne 
observed that he never spoke of the Count by 
his title. 

In one corner of the wood she presently 
espied a glade, free from trees, and filled with 
scanty tufts of bracken, while briars and bram- 
ble lorded it over everything else. The tender 
peach-colored blossoms still hung on the long 
red-armed sprays, and there was an abundance 
of blackening fruit. On gathering it, she found 
it flavorless, very inferior to the blackberries 
of Brittany. 

Jeanne went on into the wood leaving her 
women eating blackberries ; she turned to 
look after them and found they were out of 
sight ; she had strayed from the narrow path 
she had at first followed, but she was fearless ; 
a call would, she was sure, bring them to her 
side. Something in the mysterious green 
atmosphere, in the exquisite contrast she saw 
between the stalwart chestnut trunks, and the 
fan-like green leaves spreading overhead as if 
they were roofing the blue sky out of sight till 
winter came again, filled Jeanne^s heart with 
peace and joy. As yet the touch of autumn 
was not visible. 

She came up to a huge, uprooted tree-trunk, 
and sat down on it, glad of the rest and glad 
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to be alone and with so little to distract her ; 
she could quietly think here while she drank 
in the beauty of her surroundings. As she 
had ridden beside Laval, he had so engaged 
her in talk that she had not fully realized her 
position ; she now asked herself what it meant ; 
she went further still, asked herself why she 
had consented to be taken about the country 
as the companion of this young noble, instead 
of claiming royal protection by going straight 
to either Amboise or Lyons. She saw that it 
had been pure cowardice on her part, a fear of 
vexing De Retz— to herself she still gave him 
that name. 

** But why have I feared to vex him ? He is 
nothing to me. More than once I have 
doubted his honesty, and have perhaps 
wronged him, for I do not believe that 
woman's story at Le Coeur Loyal ; and yet " 
— she leaned her fair, rounded cheek in her 
hand, while her elbow rested in the palm of 
the other. Surely, she thought, it was better 
not to doubt any one in the long life that lay 
before her. 

A little sad smile stole into her eyes as she 
remembered her complaint to Rolland ; she 
had wished to be a boy so that she might act 
for herself ; and now — now a sudden light 
came to her ; she understood why she had 
been willing to trust to the guidance of De 
Retz. It was the longing for protection, for 
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help, not from cowardice, but from an inward 
shrinking from the danger of her desolate 
position, the difficulty of deciding for herself. 
The thought of RoUand brought back so pain- 
fully the memory of his strange desertion of 
her, that she looked up eager to find dis- 
traction in outward objects ; looked up, and 
held her breath with surprise. 

Near her, partly hidden by the spreading 
chestnut leaves, stood two men. One was 
very tall, and wrapped in a long cloak, the 
other shorter and younger looking. The face 
of the tall man was hidden by the hood of his 
cloak ; but she could make out the profile of 
the other man, who wore a large flapping hat. 
She saw by the movement of his lips that he 
was speaking, but in so low a voice that no 
sound reached her. She was sure that these 
people did not belong to her escort, and she 
felt frightened at being so completely alone 
in the wood ; she dared not call her maids lest 
she should attract the attention of the strangers. 
She flattened herself against the trunk of a tree, 
and tried to keep still. She had the courage 
to keep her face turned away, for she knew 
the black cloak and hood she wore, would be 
less noticeable if she kept face and hands out 
of sight. Her dread was lest Anne and Math- 
urine should tire of eating blackberries and 
follow her footsteps. When, at last, she cau- 
tiously looked round, the men had disappeared. 
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Even then she would not call to her women ; 
she tried to find her way back to them in 
silence, but it was not easy ; the trees seemed 
closer than they had been ; if Mathurine had 
not laughed heartily when her companion 
pricked her hands with bramble thorns, her 
mistress would have been much longer in ex- 
tricating herself from the green maze around 
her. 

Jeanne met her hostess at the entrance of 
the Fleur de Lys ; the pucker of anxiety in 
the woman's forehead made her stop and ask 
if there was aught amiss. 

" The gracious lady's absence affrighted me," 
the woman hesitatingly answered ; "there — 
there are marauders about, and, I ask pardon, 
lady, but it is not safe for one so young and 
beautiful to go abroad unattended except by 
women." 

She spoke in a shifty, nervous manner that 
made her hearer think she was not speaking 
the truth. 

Jeanne was disposed to return a haughty 
answer ; then she passed on in silence, and 
went up-stairs to her chamber at the back of 
the house. 

She liked this chamber because it looked 
towards the wood, and was away from the 
noise and smell of the stable-yard which lay 
on one side of the house. Later, as she sat by 
the casement in the failing light, she saw two 
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figures issue from the trees. One of them 
was taller than his companion, and Jeanne felt 
sure these were the men whose appearance in 
the wood had alarmed her. She had not 
spoken of them to her women, and as she 
watched their stealthy movements, she won- 
dered if she had wronged the hostess, and 
whether these were not the marauders the 
timid woman dreaded. Jeanne drew herself 
behind the curtain and continued to watch. 
Presently the two figures separated, the taller 
passed out of sight, the other came confidently 
towards the inn. It was plain he knew his 
way, for he walked unhesitatingly to the back 
entrance. She heard the voice of the hostess, 
then a low whistle ; soon after the taller figure 
came quickly across the bit of ground between 
the wood and the inn, towards the back door 
of the house. 

Jeanne listened but there was no sound ; 
none of the talk and bustle she had learned to 
associate with the arrival at an inn ; it was pos- 
sible, she told herself, that these men after all 
were staying at the Fleur de Lys ; yet it was 
strange that she should not have before noted 
their presence. 
15 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

STRANGERS AT THE FLEUR DE LYS. 

Jeanne*s sleep was troubled by dreams, and 
she awakened later than usual, feverish and 
unrefreshed. The broad morning light did 
not disperse the trouble caused by her dream ; 
it seemed to her that if De Retz knew what 
had happened, he would not consider this inn 
a fit abode for her, without the presence of 
her escort. She had, till yesterday, rejoiced 
in the absence of the soldiers ; now she began 
to suspect the hostess ; she had warned her 
guest against marauders, and yet she received 
secretly and in the dark, men who skulked in 
a wood in the daytime. 

Mathurine came in bringing her mistress a 
cup of fresh milk and some bread ; while she 
ate and drank, Jeanne determined to consult 
Raoul. She would ask the hostess to send a 
message to him at the Rouge Dragon. 

She had seen the hostess outside the door 
of a room, which seemed from its position to 
lead into the kitchen. Without summoning 
her women, who shared a chamber next her 
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own, Jeanne went quickly down-stairs and 
tapped at the door of this room. As she 
knocked she heard voices within, one voice 
sounded deep and powerful ; she drew back 
in sudden alarm. 

The hostess opened the door ; when she saw 
who it was she hastily came out, closed the 
door, and stood in front of it. But the girl 
had had time to see the tall figure of a man 
leaning against the opposite wall. 

The hostess eyed Jeanne curiously. 

** I ask pardon, lady. How can I serve ma- 
dame?" 

Jeanne was disconcerted ; it seemed to her 
very strange to have the door shut in her face 
by this quiet, humble-looking woman. 

" I will, with madame's permission, follow 
her to her chamber. I grieve that madame 
has given herself the fatigue of seeking me." 

Jeanne felt obliged to go up-stairs again ; 
the woman followed. When they were in 
her chamber, she said gravely : — 

" I wish to send a summons to the leader di 
my escort; you can find me some one, can 
you not ? I would speak with the man Raoul 
without delay.** 

She looked hard at the woman and saw her 
flush and tremble. 

" Pardon, lady/* she said humbly, *' I have 
no one to send, my son Jean has gone to find 
a fowl for her ladyship*s dinner ; Marlette is 
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gone to the village to fetch the wise woman 
for my sick cow." 

" Is there not a boy who can do my errand 
forme?" 

The woman bent down as though she wished 
to sink into the floor. 

" I crave the lady's pardon, but for the mo- 
ment I have no one to send ; when my man 
returns I will bid him do madame's errand." 

The woman's subservient manner displeased 
Jeanne ; there was a note of anger in her voice 
as she said : 

" Be sure that you do not fail to send him ; 
he is to tell Monsieur Raoul to come to me at 
once, and to bring one of his troopers with 
him." 

Jeanne was surprised that the woman did 
not go. She stood still but her lips were 
moving as if she were rehearsing words which 
she feared to speak aloud. 

" What is it ? " Jeanne said compassionately. 
" You seem troubled ; speak out, my good 
soul." 

" With the pardon of madame, I will speak. 
It is only that I have learned from her lady- 
ship's women, that she expects a friend to meet 
her here, and I would presume to ask madame 
when the person for whom she waits may be 
expected to arrive ? I ask so that — that — " 
she trembled and stammered, " so that I may 
have chambers at the Count's disposal— is it 
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not the Count of Laval who is expected by 
madame?'* 

Jeanne looked at her in cold displeasure; 
she could not believe that either Anne or 
Mathurine would have flatly disobeyed her ; 
she had more than once cautioned them since 
they left Moulins, that they were not to men- 
tion either her name or that of the Count of 
Laval. 

** It seems to me, madame/' she said, " that 
you are inquisitive. You would have been 
wiser to check your curiosity, for I cannot 
even if I would, gratify it. I cannot say when 
the person I expect may arrive ; he may be 
here this evening, he may tarry a week longer. 
If you have not lodging for him, we will go 
elsewhere ; he certainly will not consent to 
lodge in the village with the soldiers." 

The woman burst into tears. 

** I crave pardon, madame," she said hum- 
bly, " a thousand pardons ; in some way I 
have unwittingly given offense to madame. 
Indeed, indeed, the person expected by ma- 
dame, whoever he may be, will be most wel- 
come ; and I will have a lookout kept so that 
I may not be taken unawares. I beseech 
madame to pardon my foolish tongue." 

Jeanne looked grave ; the woman's agitation 
was, she thought, exaggerated and out of place 
— there was something hidden under it. 

** I forgive you,*' she said with dignity, " but 
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I must know why you thought the person I 
expect was likely to be the Count of Laval." 

The woman stood a moment, pressing her 
hands together as though she were wringing 
cheese-curds, then she said quickly : 

"That is easy, madame, it was but a chance 
guess ; as madame rightly says, I am inquisi- 
tive, and I had heard that the Count of Laval 
had ridden from Moulins to le Puy. I trust 
madame will pardon me." 

Jeanne started, she had felt sure that De 
Retz had gone to Lyons to see the King on her 
behalf ; she said impulsively : 

'* How did you hear this ? who told you ? " 

" Ma foi, madame, in my walk of life it is 
difficult to remember who bears tidings ; many 
and many a wayfarer comes in for a manchet 
of bread or a cup of wine ; their talk lodges 
in my ears while I scarce regard their faces. 
Their names never reach me, but for their 
words they might be dream figures." 

This was the longest speech Jeanne had 
heard from her hostess, and she noted the 
purity of the woman's accent, and that her way 
of speaking was superior to her condition. 

** Do you then consider it is a known fact 
that Monsieur de Laval is at le Puy ? ** 

** That he has been there, yes, madame ; I 
cannot be certain that he is there still." 

** You can leave me," Jeanne said abruptly. 
" I will not longer detain you." 
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Left alone, Jeanne felt very angry. De Retz 
had deceived her, had treated her like a child 
or a fool ; he had made her think he was bound 
for Lyons, and yet even chance travelers had 
known that he had visited le Puy. 

" Good heavens, what a traitor ! " the girl 
cried, throwing out her hands, ** I would he 
were here ; I would tax him with his treachery 
to his face. I will no longer be led about as 
though I were a doll. He shall explain this 
needless delay." 

She had been angry because this woman had 
crossed her will by refusing to do her bidding. 
This had made her forget to ask who were the 
two strangers she had seen, first in the .wood 
and then in the room below. Something told 
her that her hostess's strange perplexity was 
connected with them. 

She resolved to remain all day in her cham- 
ber ; she would watch and see whether the men 
returned to the wood. Why should there be 
a mystery about them ? and why must they be 
hidden away in the hostess's private cham- 
ber? 

Her vexation with De Retz, and now this 
puzzle about the strangers, so upset Jeanne, 
that she sent her midday meal away almost 
untasted. The piece of embroidery, with which 
she usually occupied herself in spare moments, 
lay idle in her lap. When Mathurine came in 
to ask for directions about her needlework, her 
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lady bade her begone. ** I cannot be dis- 
turbed," she said. 

A strange, startling idea had gradually shaped 
itself out of the uneasiness that possessed her. 
She felt that some work, she could not tell 
what it was, lay ready to her hand, and that 
she must look warily or she would miss the 
clue by which to find it. What could it be ? 
she asked herself as she still sat watching the 
wood. 

Time passed on ; the shadows lengthened ; 
then became lost, as clouds gathered over the 
sunset. Almost at once darkness had set in. 
There was an absence of the tender olive tint, 
spreading and gradually deepening the tone of 
the trees and herbage, that Jeanne had been 
>^ccustomed to in Brittany. Yes, darkness had 
begun ; but with its advent, some light shone 
from within on the girl's perplexity. It dazzled 
her. Almost without her will she clasped her 
hands over her eyes. Could it be true ? Was 
this mystery a living fact, a part of the story 
, she had been told at Moulins ? 

"Ah ! " she cried out in the suddenness of 
her surprise. Why had she been so unutter- 
ably self-absorbed, that it had not sooner 
dawned on her ? She had actually seen in 
the wood, and coming out of it, to the inn, the 
Constable de Bourbon, and his friend, Mon- 
sieur de PompeVant. They were perhaps still 
in the house. 
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She had disbelieved Therese Vougeon's 
story because she had grown to like De Retz, 
and her tale had painted him as infamous. ** I 
disbelieved," she told herself, ** because I am 
a woman and only care to believe what pleases 
me." She had promised the hostess of Le 
Coeur Loyal, that she would warn the Duke 
against De Retz, and she had been unwilling 
to see the danger that she brought with her. 
The Count might at any moment arrive at the 
inn where the fugitives were in hiding be- 
fore she had given the promised warning. Yet 
how could she truthfully warn these strangers 
against him, when she did not believe he could 
be disloyal enough to betray the Duke to the 
King? 

She sat thinking. Ah, but there was great . 
danger. De Retz might shut his eyes, but 
there were his soldiers to be reckoned with ; 
Jeanne believed the man Gaspard was evil- 
minded and dangerous. Besides, she told her- 
self, if De Retz knew that the Duke was here 
in hiding, he would feel it was his simple duty, 
as a good subject, to capture him and take him 
to Lyons. 

She walked up and down her chamber in 
increasing agitation. 

" It is terrible ! My father's oldest friend, 
his best friend ; and I leave him to perish, 
when a word would warn him from this 
place." 
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Jeanne reddened with shame as she recalled 
her harsh judgment on the woman who was 
evidently trying to save the Constable from 
capture. She now remembered her hostess's 
refusal to lodge the soldiers, in spite of her 
evident poverty. 

** Faithful creature ! and what am I doing ? 
I, who used to long to be Jeanne d'Arc, or 
Jeanne la Flamme ! " She rose to summon her 
women ; she would at once send one of them 
for the hostess. 

A sound of horses made her pause ; then 
instead of seeking her women, she passed out 
of her chamber to one close by her own. 
Through its open doorway she had that morn- 
ing noted that one window of this room looked 
out on the high road. 

" Ah ! '* her ears had not deceived her ; two 
cloaked and hooded figures were riding away 
from the house ; it seemed to her they had taken 
the road which led away from the village. 

She leaned against the lattice in despairing 
silence, but her eyes never left the fugitives. • 

It was lighter here than in her chamber ; 
the trees of the wood on that side made dark- 
ness come earlier. Even here she could not 
distinguish after a certain distance, but it 
seemed to her that the blur into which the 
figures had resolved themselves suddenly 
quitted the road on the left, and struck across 
country. 
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She sighed with intense reHef. They had 
left the house before De Retz reached it ; but 
for all that, Jeanne could not pardon herself 
that she had not given warning to the Duke. 

Before she lay down to rest, she sent for the 
hostess : she would at least do what she could 
to atone for her injustice. 

** Madame," she said graciously, when the 
woman came in, ** I believe your other visitors 
have left you. Are they likely to return to the 
Fleur de Lys ? " 

The woman looked alarmed. 

** No, madame, they will not return, they—" 

Jeanne interrupted. *' I do not wish to hear 
more about them, or even to remember that 
they have passed this way. If you keep silence, 
so will I." 

To her surprise the woman came close to 
her. Kneeling, she took Jeanne*s hand and 
kissed it. 

** My thanks and blessing go with you, ma- 
dame, wherever you may journey. I feared 
that it was otherwise, that madame had seen 
too much and that we were undone. May 
heaven be praised for this mercy ! " Then she 
said softly, "And her ladyship's women, did 
they see aught in the wood ? " 

"They have seen nothing, and they will 
know nothing," Jeanne answered. " Go, my 
good woman, you have done your duty ; sleep 
in peace." 
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Meanwhile the fugitives rode on in the dark- 
ness. 

" We had a narrow escape, friend John/* the 
angler said. ** That girl is Laval's wife or his 
mistress, and, but for the hostess, she would 
have given us over to those cut-throats at the 
Rouge Dragon." 

** That is hard to credit," his companion an- 
swered. ** I am rarely deceived in a face, and 
the lady looked as honest as she was fair." 

" Friend John, is there not a proverb which 
says : * The touch of pitch defileth ? ' A 
woman who loves a villain is soon tarred with 
the same brush." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

A DIFFERENCE OF OPINION. 

It was a dull afternoon, but Jeanne's spirits 
felt lightened as her thoughts followed the 
noble fugitive ; she ardently wished that she 
could have spoken with him, and assured him 
of her complete devotion, of her determination 
to be true to him. 

She was sitting absorbed in these thoughts, 
when the girl Mathurine tapped at the door, 
and came in, her eyes shining, her whole face 
full of excitement. 

** Does my lady know that they are come ?" 
she said joyously. 

Jeanne's thoughts were so full of the Con- 
stable, that she stared at the girl in terror. 

**What mean you, Mathurine; who has 
come ? " 

Mathurine stared in her turn, she wondered 
what ailed her mistress, when both she and 
Anne were sure there had been love-making 
between their lady and the handsome young 
Count of Laval. 

** Madame has bid me name no names," she 
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said, dropping her eyes, " but it is our noble 
leader ; Gaspard and the rest of the troop are 
with him." 

Jeanne rose. 

** Do you mean that they are actually in the 
mn. 

" No, madame, but they will be here before 
I could count a hundred. Shall I not braid 
madame's hair afresh, and will she not change 
her plain coif for the broidered one ?" 

Jeanne flushed ever so little. 

" You forget, Mathurine, that I am widowed, 
and that my attire needs no ornament. Where 
is Anne ? Bid her come to me." 

The news had fluttered Jeanne ; she felt 
excited ; and she now sent Mathurine away. 
She would not cherish suspicions of Laval, 
that would be both unkind and unjust ; for 
aught she knew, for she had never seen a map 
of France, St Feriol might be near Lyons. 
She wondered why she had not asked her 
her hostess how far distant that city was ; 
she would not suspect, but for all that she 
meant to keep her promise. She would cer- 
tainly not tell Laval that she had seen the 
Constable de Bourbon. She could not affirm 
that it was really he ; it was therefore better 
not to speak of the strangers who had stayed at 
the inn. 

Her women came in smiling ; Anne said : 

" My lord has ordered dinner to be served in 
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the eating-room ; he bade me ask madame if 
she will honor him with her presence." 

"Mathurine, go and say lam coming, Anne 
can stay with me till I am ready to go down." 

Jeanne saw Anne pout her lips in the old 
sulky fashion ; she therefore concluded that 
the girl had not tired of Gaspard's flattery. This 
troubled her far more than it had done during 
the journey, for it was possible that Anne had 
become aware of the presence of strangers at 
the Fleur de Lys, although she might not sus- 
pect their quality. She dared not command 
the girl not to speak on this subject, for she 
foresaw that if Gaspard really were engaged 
in hunting the Constable, he would soon learn 
from Anne all that had happened in his absence. 
There was only one way, and Jeanne, after re- 
flecting for some minutes, resolved to take it. 

"Are the soldiers going on to the village to 
join the others ? " she asked. 

"They are all gone but one, and the Count 
of Laval." Anne could not hide a deep blush 
as she stood facing her mistress. 

She looked eagerly at the Countess, ex- 
pecting that the name would bring at least a 
flush to her sweet face, but Jeanne looked calm 
and pale. 

"You will attend me, Anne, not only now, but 
whenever I have occasion to see monsieur, the 
Count of Laval ; and you will remember that 
he does not wish either his name or mine tp 
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be spoken publicly. You must be with me 
both indoors and when we journey again ; 
Gillonne used to order these things for me, but 
now I must give my own orders, and— and 
listen, child, it is not seemly that one of my 
women should allow herself to be talked to by 
a trooper. You understand therefore that 3'^ou 
are to avoid that man Gaspard." 

The toss of Anne's head and the defiance 
that flamed in her eyes, had made her mistress 
say more than she had intended. Jeanne could 
hardly tell why she had taken such a dislike to 
the soldier, and why she felt that he was not 
fit to talk with her unsophisticated women ; 
she was too inexperienced herself to know 
that her prohibition had greatly increased 
Anne's danger ; it did not occur to her to 
remember the old saying about "fruit that is 
forbidden." 

She presently went down to the eating-room 
followed by Anne. Laval stood at the door, 
impatiently waiting for her. 

** Ah, my dear lady,*' he bent and kissed 
both her hands, ** the joy of seeing you baffles 
expression. Mon Dieu, I have pined day and 
night for such happiness.'' 

Jeanne smiled genially. Anne made a deep 
reverence. 

'* I am glad you have come at last, monsieur," 
Jeanne said; "we find this place very dull. 
Have you seen the King, Monsieur le Comte ? " 
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He held up his hand in warning. Then he 
said : 

" I have much to tell you when we are alone. 
May I not send away your woman ? " 

Jeanne smiled, she thought he was already 
assuming a right over her. " Ah ! here is our 
meal," she said gaily, as Mariette came in 
with platters and trenchers. ** I hope that mon- 
sieur is as hungry as I am, and will do justice 
to the pullet which I ordered, and was fortunate 
enough to get. I assure you, monsieur, that a 
change of food is not to be had here ; we have 
to live on eggs and pasty of venison ; ma foi, 
I have not seen a cake since I left Longue- 
dec." She laughed merrily at him. " Girls of 
my age, you know, are supposed to love cakes 
and sweets." 

He led the way to the upper part of the table, 
which reached from one end of the long dark 
chamber to the other. Then going close to 
Jeanne : 

"You will at least allow your woman to sit and 
eat where she is, I can then speak more freely." 

Jeanne bent her head, she made a sign to 
Anne, and then placed herself on a rough 
wooden seat beside Laval. After all it was very 
pleasant to have some one to speak to again, 
especially so handsome a cavalier. 

** I have heard," he said, " that damsels are 
made of such dainties : — 

' Mai<j[9 are made of all that is sweet and dainty/ '* 
16 
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" And I, monsieur, have read a sonnet which 
said we were made of sighs and tears, and 
doubts and fears," she answered with charming 
archness. 

" Nay, that wrongs the lovely sisterhood ; 
'tis rather we who have to sigh, though man- 
hood forbids tears, while doubt and fear be- 
come our perpetual portion till our lady deigns 
to smile on us." 

Jeanne could not help laughing. 

" I had not thought my lord nourished senti- 
ment ; I fancied only women and poets in- 
dulged in such pastimes." 

He looked at her with passionate admira- 
tion. 

**Does not your heart, dear lady, tell you 
another tale ? " His voice was so very low that 
Anne could not possibly overhear him. "I 
will not believe that so fair a form can enshrine 
a cruel heart ; it is, I dare swear, your joyous 
freedom from Love's torments that makes you 
so unwitting of the wounds you have dealt." 

His eyes were full of earnest entreaty and the 
girl found herself perplexed how to answer. 

It was a relief when Mariette brought in a 
second dish of food — the pullet Jeanne had 
mentioned, larded and stuffed till it was the 
size of a capon. Laval helped her to a choice 
morsel, and presently he pressed her to drink 
a cup of Malvoisie, but she refused. 

" And now I wait for my answer," he said in, 
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a low, tender voice. " In good sooth, wounded 
to the death as I am, I have no power where- 
with to conjure an answer. I can but wait the 
sovereign pleasure of my queen." 

" Monsieur mocks me," Jeanne said brightly. 
" He knows well enough there is but one 
Queen in France, our good and holy Queen 
Claude. When I go to Amboise, I hope to see 
that noble lady. My sainted mother, in her 
youth, was one of Queen Anne's maids, and 
she held Princess Claude in her arms when she 
was but a babe. Tell me, monsieur, when 
shall I go to Amboise ? " 

He was looking ardently at Jeanne. It seemed 
to him that he had never before realized her 
extreme charm. But, in truth, the quiet rest 
at St. Feriol had greatly refreshed the girl. 
She had traveled so constantly since she 
quitted Longuedec, that fatigue as well as the 
shock that had met her at Laval, had told on 
her appearance. Now, as he looked at her, 
lovely and graceful, with that rarely delicate 
skin more often matched with blue eyes and 
fair locks than with such deep gray liquid eyes 
as Jeanne's, and such a rich glow of auburn 
hair, it seemed to him that her beauty was per- 
fect. Her charm stirred his blood ; for the 
moment he forgot her wealth in her beauty. 
As she talked and smiled, a tinge of bloom 
showed on her clear colorless skin. She re- 
minded him of a faintly-tinted blush rose. But 
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alas ! he told himself, she shared another at- 
tribute of the flower ; he feared she had thorns 
for an unwary touch. 

"And I grieve that you should wish for court 
pastimes and pleasures. I must do your sov- 
ereign bidding, but full well I know, at Am- 
boise, there will be others who will sun them- 
selves in your smiles, and who will try to win 
your favor, though, dear lady, none can offer 
you a truer devotion." 

The fervor in his voice, the glisten in his 
eyes were real, and they troubled Jeanne ; it 
was a shock to her that all unwittingly she 
seemed to have won the love of this brave, 
handsome young soldier. She supposed that 
she should be expected to give hers in return ; 
but she felt no answering throb of affection. 
She had greatly overcome her prejudice against 
him, unless indeed (and she now felt ashamed 
of the suspicion), he was trying to capture 
the Constable ; but she told herself she did 
not want a husband ; she knew she could not 
marry again for some time to come. Why then 
should she be fettered by a betrothal ? She 
was free, and she resolved to keep her freedom 
as long as she could. 

" I have told you, my lord, that my reason 
for going to Amboise is not because I wish for 
court pleasures ; I go to see my cousin, Madame 
de Chateaubriand." 
^ "A very fair and sufficient reason, but the 
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beautiful Countess has many demands on her 
time, and many favorites ; without question, 
she will gladly welcome so fair a relative, but 
I doubt if she can interest herself much on 
your behalf." 

Jeanne looked saucily at him. 

" What do you mean ? " she said gaily. " I 
believe you men are all jealous of my lovely 
Francoise ; I have been told she possesses 
great interest at court." 

** Doubtless," he interjected. 

Jeanne laughed. 

**Are you jealous of her? RoUand de la 
Touche, I mean the Vicomte d'Orbec," she 
spoke more gravely, ** spoke just as you did ; 
I believed he was vexed with me for loving her." 

A somber cloud darkened her companion's 
face ; his eyes narrowed, till suddenly their 
cruel glitter reminded the girl of the fear with 
which they had filled her in the chapel at 
Longuedec. 

Her clear truthful eyes betrayed her fear ; he 
forced a smile, and said carelessly : 

** Ma foi, madame, the Vicomte d'Orbec is 
a brave soldier, but he knows more of the 
camp, I trow, than he does of the court and 
its polished ways." Jeanne saw the slight 
sneer which he had not meant to show. " Has 
he found his way to the Fleur de Lys ? You 
speak, madame, as though you had lately 
talked with him." 
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Jeanne's blood was fired ; his tone of au- 
thority vexed her. She longed to rebuke 
him. 

** Alas ! no, monsieur. I only wish he had 
come to enliven my solitude ; he is my oldest 
friend." 

She did not, however, choose to tell Laval 
how completely RoUand had deserted her ; 
and as she realized that the Count of Laval was 
the only protector left her, for both her brave 
uncles had fallen at the battle of Marignano, it 
seemed to her unwise, if not wrong, to harden 
herself against his evident liking for her. 

" The Vicomte d'Orbec is perhaps of kin to 
you ? " 

Jeanne was angered to feel a faint flush 
kindling on her cheeks under the keen scru- 
tiny of those narrow dark eyes ; she knew they 
read her easily. 

" No," she said calmly. " Monsieur d'Orbec 
is a noble gentleman and my parents loved 
him, but I do not know when I may see him 
again." 

Her calm manner baffled Laval. 

" Madame," he spoke formally, ** I shall, 
with your leave, return to the subject of my 
hopes. I feel that I ought not to have left 
you so long alone, but I have not even now 
had leisure to tell you the result of my journey. 
By the way, you had, I believe, two wayfarers 
in the house till lately ? " 
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He tried to put the question carelessly, but 
the keen look in his eyes did not fit with his 
tone. The girl was startled ; she had hoped 
she should not be called on to fulfil her 
promise. Her voice was unsteady as she 
answered : 

"I told you we had been alone." 

" In your position, dear lady, it would be 
unseemly to converse with strangers, but my 
fair Countess will not deny that strangers 
have lodged in this inn, ay, traitorous stran- 
gers, of whom she knows nothing, but about 
whom, she must, if she so pleases, tell me all 
she has observed." 

Even now he did not understand Jeanne ; 
he thought, that like other women he had 
known, she could be brought to heel by firm 
management. 

She looked at him a moment steadily ; then 
she rose, and signed to Anne to follow her. 

** Your questions, my lord, are needless ; 
you seem to doubt the truth of my words. 1 
am not accustomed to be doubted ; I will 
therefore take leave of you." 

He fumed silently under her look and her 
tone ; but he admired the dignified grace with 
which she walked to the lower end of the 
chamber. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

AT ST. BONNET. 

Laval loUowed and tried to pacify his 
charge, whom he mentally likened to a spoiled 
child, but Jeanne walked haughtily from the 
room without heeding his excuses. Freed 
from the glamour which her beauty had laid 
on his senses, he became very angry. He 
longed to have power to force the truth from 
some one ; but the silent hostess and her deaf 
henchman were alike impenetrable. They 
were both in one tale, all the guest chambers 
had been given up to the lady and her attend- 
ants, except a couple which had been retained 
by the soldier Raoul, for the use of his lord- 
ship, whenever it should please him to arrive. 
St. Feriol was a good-sized village, and boasted 
a mayor as well as the stalwart host of the 
Rouge Dragon, and therefore Laval dared not 
bully and threaten the timid mistress of the 
Fleur de Lys as he otherwise surely would 
have threatened the hostess of a solitary way- 
side inn. He gathered from Raoul, who came 
up in the evening, that communication was 
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frequent between the small hostel and the vil- 
lage. Laval told himself he was losing time. 
He had not found any traces of the Constable 
in le Puy, and he had only guessed that he 
might have passed through St. FerioL Laval's 
present idea was, now that he had again 
possession of Jeanne, to journey towards the 
Rhone. If it were true that the fugitives meant 
to escape into Italy, they must cross the river, 
and Laval knew that the best place for doing 
that would be at or near Vienne. He had 
paced up and down the eating-room with fiery 
impatience after Jeanne and her woman left it ; 
but he soon saw that if he meant to succeed in 
the game he was playing, he must keep a cool 
head, and bridle his fierce temper. 

He believed, from a certain restlessness in 
Jeanne's manner, that she knew more than she 
would acknowledge ; it was, he thought, pos- 
sible that if he kept her with him, she might, 
by some unconscious revelation, help his pur- 
suit of Bourbon. Meantime he must not 
alarm her. He walked down to the village, 
and finding Gaspard playing dice with Raoul 
at the Rouge Dragon, he bade him have the 
troop in readiness to start at sunrise. 

Gaspard yawned. 

** Does Monsieur le Comte still intend to 
push on to St. Bonnet ? " he asked. 

Laval frowned ; the man seemed to be ques- 
tioning his wisdom. 
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" Certainly ; be ready to start at sunrise, the 
troop drawn up outside the village." 

** Your pardon, my lord,"— the easy insolence 
of the man's tone chafed his leader — ** It is 
not a long journey to St. Bonnet, and after 
our forced ride to-day I and my mates had 
looked for some short respite." 

"Mon Dieu, you may look for it, friend 
Gaspard, but you cannot have it till a certain 
fugitive you wot of is in my safe keeping ; till 
then, repose may be hoped for — not taken." 

Gaspard shrugged his shoulders, and turned 
away with a scowl. 

" Curse him for a tyrant." A volley of fierce 
oaths came from him when his leader was out 
of hearing. ** He is greedy enough after his 
own pleasures, those of other folk may go to 
the devil." 

** I shall be right glad to leave this accursed 
hole," Raoul answered ; "there is neither sport 
or pleasure to be had even for money. I meet 
only black looks and get surly answers; to 
my thinking, these folks are impatient to see 
our backs. I cannot make out their meaning, 
if they have any." 

Gaspard shrugged his shoulders. 

" If you speak sooth, you are but a dull var- 
let, friend Raoul ; what does it mean, say you ? 
It signifies, my gossip, that they know whom 
we seek, and will not help us find our game. 
This is the proof that I have more of strategy 
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in me than has our master. In his place I 
should stay here, watch day and night, and be 
pleasant and jovial with all ; then over the 
wine-cup, or from a woman's lips would the 
truth leak out. Eh, then, man, what say you ? 
Have at you for another cast, the best out of 
three stands the cost of a flask of Malvoisie.*' 

Meanwhile Laval had gone back to the little 
hostel, and summoning one of Jeanne's women, 
he sent word that need required him to set 
forth at sunrise, and that it would be safer for 
the Countess to accompany him. 

He had been too angry to explain to Gas- 
pard his reason for an early start, but he knew 
that part of the way to St. Bonnet must be 
taken slowly, it was so steep and rough. 
He also doubted whether he could lodge 
all his troop in the miserable little inn on the 
hill. 

In their last journey together, Jeanne had 
allowed him to ride beside her while her maids 
followed a short way behind. 

He saw, when the Countess in obedience to 
his summons appeared at sunrise, that he was 
not forgiven. Before she mounted her horse, 
Jeanne bade her women ride one on either 
side of her, a sight which drew a mocking 
laugh from Gaspard as soon as the Countess 
came up with the troop that waited for her 
outside the village. 

He looked meaningly at Raoul. 
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" Fair and softly, my lady, let him laugh 
who wins ; love laughs at locksmiths/* 

The beauty of the road engrossed Jeanne's 
attention, especially the extended view that 
opened before her when they began to mount 
a range of steep hills, so steep that the road 
had been cut in zigzags to make the ascent 
possible. At last near the summit of the ridge, 
she cried out with delight and reined in her 
horse ; before her she saw the splendid snow- 
capped Alps. 

She had seen them, but had only had a 
glimpse, on her journey from Moulins into the 
Auvergne ; now while she gazed, the snowy 
giants seemed to rise higher and higher till 
their rose-flecked summits pierced the saffron- 
tinted sky, still glowing with the exquisite 
hues of sunrise. The girl told herself that 
heaven had indeed opened to her gaze, so 
lovely were the cool gray shadows, and the 
silver sheen of radiance which lit up these 
giant mountains. 

Her delighted exclamation brought Laval 
beside her. 

** It is a fine spectacle, is it not ? but on 
such a chilly morning it is rather freezing than 
cheering for you." 

*' I cannot think so," she cried ; *' I love 
those Alps ; I could look at them for hours." 

Facing those grand inscrutable heights, un- 
trodden by man, she felt lifted above earth 
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and its falsehood ; the dark scheming face be- 
side her, handsome though it was, was out of 
harmony with the awfulness of their truth and 
grandeur. After this they rode on several 
hours, almost in silence, till they halted for 
the midday meal. Hitherto Jeanne had not 
learned whether De Retz had seen the King ; 
she was anxious to know if her future route 
had been decided, and when they again set 
forward, she looked round her, but she saw 
that her women, and two of the soldiers, were 
too near to enable her to ask this important 
question ; she wished she had been less im- 
patient on the previous evening, she could 
probably have learned all she wanted; she 
must now wait till they reached St. Bonnet. 
She was growing very weary of the long ride, 
when all at once a zigzag in the road showed 
them a still steeper way, and on the hill-top 
she saw a puny-looking, dark building. 

Laval drew closer beside her, and pointed 
forward. 

" That weather-stained house is the Hostel 
of La Verite, madame, the village lies beyond 
us, at the bottom of the hill." He turned to 
Raoul and bade him ride on with the soldiers 
to the village. He said this aloud, and then 
added a few words in too low a voice to reach 
Jeanne's ears. 

Jeanne looked up at the inn as they ap- 
proached it, and she thought it was unpromis- 



Digitized by 



Googk 



254 A Ward of the King. 

ing ; its lattices were small and few in num- 
ber ; the walls were green with moldy damp ; 
a manure heap lay beside the entrance door, 
and drying outside the lattices, were sheaves 
of green and yellow beans ; these, with some 
long-legged pigs grunting outside, gave a dirty 
neglected aspect to the place. 

A long pole projected above the entrance 
door, and from it there hung as sign, the nude 
figure of a woman ; at her feet, in irregular 
brown letters which had once been gilded, 
were the words, " LA VERITE." 

The figure drew some rude laughter and a 
joke from Gaspard, and assuredly the sculptor 
of the wooden figure, now gray with exposure 
to weather, had not striven to make Truth in 
any way attractive ; but the laughter was 
hushed as a woman, dark-eyed, came forth 
from the door below the sign. She was very 
tall and erect, her face had a strangely repel- 
ling expression, yet Jeanne felt that she recog- 
nized it. She asked herself where she had 
seen its like ? 

Laval lifted the girl from her horse, and she 
turned to the woman who greeted her without 
any of the effusive reverence she had lately 
received. 

*' I am sorry that madame has dismounted," 
she said. ** I have no chamber fitted to lodge 
a lady and her waiting- women." 

Laval had turned away to speak to Gaspard, 
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and, as Jeanne looked intently at the hostess, 
she detected a glance of terror in the woman's 
eyes that at once reminded her of her arrival 
at St. FeViol. 

Jeanne said so low, that even Mathurine 
who stood nearest her could not overhear : 

" You have nothing to fear from me or my 
women, but do not find room for the men." 
Then as she looked into the dark eyes now 
flashing back significantly at her own, she un- 
derstood the face before her and where she 
had seen its like. " I have stayed at Moulins," 
she went on, ** at the Le Cceur Loyal, and I 
have spoken with Therese Vougeon. Mathu- 
rine,** she turned quickly to her attendant, 
" bid Anne follow me closely ; this good dame 
will show me to my chamber.** 

Mathurine had not heard her mistress's 
words, but she had seen the hostess turn pale, 
and she felt inquisitive. She was glad to call 
her companion away from Gaspard*s whispers, 
for the fellow had gone up to Anne when 
the Count left him. Of late Anne had been 
sulky and silent, and Mathurine believed that 
Gaspard had turned the girrs head. 

The women went into the house, but Laval 
came back to Gaspard. 

"Hearken, that little fool must tell you 
more ; make her tell all she sees and hears. 
Get it from her how you choose." Gaspard 
nodded. " Now listen," the Count went on, 
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" it will be best for us not to lodge in the 
house, but we will be near at hand ; follow 
Raoul and bid him hasten on with the men, 
while you reconnoiter here. There is, doubt- 
less, a back entrance which must be watched, 
while I ride down to the village. If the rat 
is, as I suspect, in the trap, he may not find 
it easy to get out. There is much to be done 
before darkness falls ; and, mark you, not a 
word to the women of what we are about." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

CHARLES DE BOURBON. 

Jeanne had sent to ask for the hostess, but 
she learned that Madame Dombes was too busy 
to wait on her till after the evening meal. 

While she waited, she bade Mathurine brush 
out her long shining hair. The girl could not 
well see to do this, for it was growing dark, 
and the chamber was lit by two tallow candles 
burning in a single sconce fixed against the 
wall. Mathurine was usually more deft and 
adroit than Anne, but to-night she seemed 
slow and awkward. Jeanne said so. 

** Madame will pardon me," the tirewoman 
blundered out, " my hands tremble because 
I am frightened ; this place is lonely, and our 
hostess looks fearsome. Madame heard the 
Count ride away to the village, and now Gas- 
pard has followed him. Indeed, indeed, ma- 
dame, we are strangely lonesome ; not even a 
cottage near us, and not a man to be seen 
anywhere." 

" Where is Anne ? Is she also frightened ? " 

" Madame, Anne is worse than I am ; she 
17 
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sits below in the eating-room, weeping for very 
terror, now Gaspard has gone. She says we 
shall be robbed and murdered before morn- 
ing, and when the sour- faced hostess saw her 
tears, she rated her and bade her not be a 
fool." 

** The hostess is right, my girl," Jeanne said 
kindly ; '* tears are often foolishly shed ; they 
should not be wasted, but kept for our own short- 
comings : it is lawful to weep for the loss of 
those we love." Mathurine looked significant ; 
she wished her mistress would question her 
about Anne. The young Countess was not in- 
quisitive, and she was now possessed by an 
idea which she wished to carry into action. 

" Knot my hair afresh, and replace my coif ; 
I will not disrobe till I have spoken with the 
hostess ; she must be at leisure by now." 

When this was done, Jeanne threw aside the 
covering which Mathurine had spread over her 
mistress's shoulders, while she combed out the 
long, beautiful auburn tresses. 

** Bid Madame Dombes come up and speak 
with me, meantime you can go and sit with 
Anne. Two are more cheerful company than 
one." She smiled at the girl for Mathurine 
looked unwilling to leave her. She went to 
the door, and then turning, she came back to 
Jeanne. 

" Madame shall know the truth, and then she 
will see why I am afraid." Looking round her 
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she whispered, " It is likely that murder may 
be done while we sleep." 

" Speak out, girl, say what you fear." 
*' Madame keeps Anne so much with her, 
that I have kept silence lest I should be out of 
favor by saying aught against her. Madame 
may not have known that two travelers were 
in hiding at the Fleur de Lys. Anne knew, 
for Gaspard has said he will wed her if she 
finds out everything and tells him all she 
knows. Well, madame, Anne told me that 
these are ill-doers who must be given up to 
justice. She has just said to me that Gaspard 
swears they are in this house or close by. He 
made Anne promise to find out by the time he 
came back. This has so frightened her that 
she cried and sobbed and told me the secret, 
because she says she can find out nothing 
from our hostess ; she says Gaspard will kill 
her when he comes back if she cannot tell him 
where the men are hiding." 

Jeanne clasped her hands tightly, but she 
did not speak except to say " Go on." 
The girl looked keenly at her mistress : 
** Pardon me, my lady, but I do not trust 
Gaspard, nor — nor — saving madame's presence 
—some others of our escort. I believe these 
men in hiding are better men than Gaspard 
himself. I do not think Anne does well in 
trying to betray them to Gaspard ; he will soon 
be here again." 
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" Do not say a word to Anne," Jeanne spoke 
firmly, "but go, send Madame Dombes to 
me. 

Jeanne sighed when the girl left her, she 
was herself so lonely, and now Anne was 
leagued against her,— Anne, whom Gillonne 
had considered more trustworthy than Math- 
urine. Ah ! if she only had RoUand to advise 
her. A still deeper sigh escaped her at the 
remembrance of his desertion. 

" But this is not a time to think of myself ; 
I have to save my Lord of Bourbon." 

This would be her third interview with a 
hostess on this subject. Jeanne determined 
that this one should go beyond mere words. 
To-night opportunity was given her, and to- 
night she would deliver her warning. 

Madame Dombes came in ; the tall bony 
woman looked more like a man ; there was 
distrust in her eyes as she stared at the lady 
without any of the timid shrinking displayed 
by Jeanne's last hostess. 

" Madame," the girl said firmly, " there is no 
time to lose ; my woman Mathurine is, I be- 
lieve, safe with her fellow in the eating-room?" 

" Yes, madame." The hostess looked cold 
and suspicious. 

" Well then, listen ; you have a friend of 
mine here in the house, whom it behooves me 
to see without delay, I have a message to give 
him from Therese Vougeon," 
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The woman's hard face became still more 
rigid, then she said between her set teeth, 
** Pardon me, madame, but by what right do 
you use my daughter's name about what does 
not concern you or yours ? " 

Jeanne smiled at the uncourteous tone. 

" I will satisfy you, my friend ; your daugh- 
ter sought me, and asked me to help some one 
in trouble — in hiding ; she did not know that 
I too love the Duke and that he was my father's 
dear friend." 

The tall woman pressed her hands together 
in her agony of doubt. 

" I dare not believe, madame ; it seems to 
me she is trying to put words in my mouth, 
words that may doom not me only, but others 
to prison and to death. Is it not true that ma- 
dame is wife to the Count of Laval ? " 

** I am widow to the Count of Laval, but no 
wife to any one. Who has betrayed my name 
to you ? " Jeanne said sternly. 

The woman shook her head. 

**A warning came to me, it matters not 
whence I had it. It said that the Count of 
Laval *'— she had lowered her voice to a whis- 
per, — ** was hunting the country for the sake of 
earning the price of blood, and that his Count- 
ess and her women traveled in his company. 
I have taken you in to-night, madame, for the 
sake of Therese, and because your face bade 
me trust, but I have had no peace since you 
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arrived, and I pray you to depart with the first 
streaks of morning light." 

** No, no, no, Hsten ; you will now wait on 
your royal guest, and you will crave his leave 
to admit me to his presence. You will say 
that his little cousin Jeanne d'Acigne craves 
to see him. Say too that a pressing danger 
threatens him." 

The woman's manner instantly changed. 

" Mon Dieu, madame, time would have 
been saved had you said that name sooner." 

She at once quitted the chamber and pass- 
ing up the uneven staircase, she opened a door 
at the top of it. 

She crossed the small chamber within, bare 
but for one straw pallet in the corner near the 
door ; then drew back a curtain on the right 
hand wall, and tapped at a shuttered grating 
behind it. The shutter beyond the grating 
was slowly unbarred and removed. A voice 
said : ** Who goes there ? " and the woman 
answered, ** The Dukedom." 

Then behind the grating appeared the 
grave though pleasant face of the angler 
who had spoken with Laval at the tarn near 
le Puy. 

"Well, Madame Dombes, what news do 
you bring us, or is it an alarm ? " he said. 

Madame Dombes delivered Jeanne's mes- 
sage, and the face disappeared from the grat- 
ing. 
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A deep, strong voice said, ** Yes, I will see 
her, for her father's sake ; his daughter could 
not betray me." 

Then came some murmured words. When 
they ended, the angler reappeared at the 
grating. 

**This lady arrived with a troop of soldiers, 
did she not ? " 

*' Yes, monsieur, but they have gone further 
to seek a lodging. I would not have admitted 
the lady but she said she had a token from 
my Therese." 

"Well, then, my lord will see her. Bring 
her to the door, and I will open it." 

Jeanne felt strangely excited as she followed 
Madame Dombes up the evil-smelling stair- 
case. She felt shy, too, for she had been a 
little child when she last saw the Duke de 
Bourbon. But her natural simplicity came to 
her help ; she remembered her promise to 
Therese Vougeon. She remembered too, the 
old motto carved on the stone chimney-front 
of her father's chamber at Longuedec — the 
motto of the great Captain Bayard, a motto 
which her father had told her was highly hon- 
ored in England, that strange island beyond 
the sea—** Pais ce que dois, advienne que 
pourra." The words encouraged her as she 
followed her guide. 

" It is my duty, and I will do it," she 
thought. Madame Dombes' knock was an- 
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swered by the unlocking and opening of the 
door. 

" May it please you to enter, madame," the 
angler said. The hostess whispered that she 
would go down and keep the lady's women 
from taking note of her absence. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

A WISH FULFILLED. 

Jeanne stood bewildered while the door 
was closed and locked behind her, then raising 
her eyes, she saw the tall figure of the Duke ; 
he had risen and was coming forward. 

She made a deep and reverential curtsey ; 
it seemed to her that as he was a prince of the 
blood royal, she ought to kneel to him, but 
Bourbon quickly ended her doubts ; bending 
forward he took her hands in his, and kissed 
her on either cheek. 

" Welcome, my fair kinswoman ; the sight 
of you is a real refreshment to a weary trav- 
eler whose misfortunes have banished him 
from the sight of lovely faces." 

Before the blushing girl could speak he had 
placed her in a chair and presented to her his 
friend. Monsieur de Pomperant. 

The sight of the Duke, a long cherished 
wish dating from early childhood, had excited 
Jeanne, and made her for a moment forget the 
great peril that menaced him ; but De Pom- 
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perant's matter-of-fact appearance, and his 
words, collected her scattered wits. 

" Madame," he said, *' my lord is impatient 
to know to what cause he is indebted for this 
visit?" 

The Duke frowned ; his extreme courtesy 
towards women made him think his friend's 
words abrupt. 

Jeanne's eyes sparkled affectionately as she 
gazed at the noble face on which the lines of 
remorse and carking care were already stamped. 

** My lord,*'— her sweet, timid voice added 
to the fascination of her appearance — " may I 
ask if you think to sleep to-night in this 
hostel ? " 

"Yes, dear child, we had so planned," 
Bourbon answered. 

Jeanne looked from his grand face with its 
ivory-tinted skin and gleaming dark eyes, now 
fixed on her as if to read her thoughts, to the 
quiet, more commonplace countenance beside 
him. The quiet man seemed to her far more 
on the alert than Bourbon did. Her question 
had brought keen anxiety into De Pomperant's 
eyes. *' Madame has a special reason for 
asking that question ; what is it ? " he said 
earnestly. 

The Constable looked away ; he had been 
about to question Jeanne on the subject of her 
mother's death ; his friend's interruption ap- 
peared to him intrusive and uncalled for. 
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" I have the gravest reason, monsieur," 
Jeanne said in a low voice to De Pomperant. 
" It touches the safety of his Highness ; he is 
in pressing danger while he stays in this 
house." 

"Your devotion, sweet child, makes you 
over-anxious," Bourbon said. " The mistress 
of the inn is my foster mother ; she would as 
soon betray her own child." 

Jeanne felt alarmed at her own daring. 

** Pardon me, your Highness," she said 
quickly. ** The danger I warn you of comes 
not from within but from without, it comes 
from the Count of Laval who brought me 
hither, and from his soldiers." 

The Constable looked at her with surprise. 

" He is your husband, is he not ? and yet I 
mind me that your message was from Jeanne 
d'Acigne', daughter of the most loyal heart that 
ever beat in France or elsewhere. You, dear 
child, must explain this riddle. How is it that 
I find your father's daughter, if she is not a 
wife, traveling in the company of the Chevalier 
De Retz, or Count of Laval ? Nom de Dieu, 
I know the man, and his deeds." 

Jeanne felt in despair. What could her 
affairs signify, she asked herself, when every 
moment was needed to put distance between 
the Duke and his pursuers ; but those brilliant 
eyes fixed so searchingly on hers compelled 
an answer. 
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A happy inspiration came to her ; she re- 
membered Therese Vougeon. 

" My lord," she said with dignity, for she 
felt that the Duke judged her in ignorance, 
** I am the widow of the late Count of Laval, 
at his death he bade his successor take me 
with him to Amboise ; for I am a Ward of the 
King." 

The Duke's frown alarmed her, but she went 
on, 

" After we quitted Laval, news came that the 
King had gone south, and we followed him ; it 
was thus that I came to Moulins, and spoke 
with Therese Vougeon at her inn of Le Cceur 
Loyal. Till then I had trusted my guide ; but 
Therese bade me beware of him ; she said if 
by chance I should meet with your Highness, 
I was to give j'ou instant warning against him. 
She said," Jeanne looked anxiously from one 
face to the other, ** that he was tracking you to 
give you up to the King." 

De Pomperant's hand grasped his sword 
hilt. 

" How came you, madame, to remain with 
the Count when you had received such a warn- 
ing ? " The Duke spoke indignantly. " If you 
saw him as others do, lady, you would know 
that such a woman as you are, is not safe in 
his hands, and if you consent to wed him, 
child, he means but to rob you, and to break 
your heart." His tone changed to earnest 
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pleading. ** Do not listen to him, I beseech 
you ; avoid him as you would a pestilence.'* 

Jeanne smiled, but she looked grateful. 

'* I thank my lord for his kind thought for 
me ; I would gladly free myself, but I am 
alone, save for my two women. Surely he 
dares not harm me, the widow of his kinsman, 
and the King's Ward." 

Charles de Bourbon shrugged his shoulders 
and turned away at the name of the King. 

De Pomperant however was impatient, he 
thought Jeanne's affairs had been too long 
under discussion. 

" Then you believe Monsieur de Laval to be 
close at hand, madame ? We heard he had 
gone farther." 

** I have certain knowledge, monsieur, that 
he thinks you are here ; unless he meant mis- 
chief, he would not have ridden off without a 
word, to seek other lodgings. I believe that 
he and some of his followers will return here 
as soon as darkness is deep enough to hide 
their approach ; they will soon be here." 
Then clasping her hands imploringly, " Pardon 
my boldness, my lord, but do not, I pray you, 
linger ; your precious life may hang on mo- 
ments ; believe me, you are not safe in France, 
unless indeed—" she paused ; then timidly, 
** but that is not for me to say." 

" Nothing could come amiss from those 
pretty lips," the Duke said kindly, and as he 
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smiled at her, the girl understood Therese 
Vougeon's enthusiasm. She felt that she could 
die, if need were, to save the Duke from cap- 
ture. " What do you say, De Pomperant ? 
Shall we stay or go ? " 

Instinctively he laid his hand on his sword : 
Jeanne fell on her knees before him : " My 
lord, there is still a way by which your High- 
ness may baffle the Count and his schemes. 
Go to the camp at Lyons and give the lie to 
these foul calumnies that have been spread 
abroad by villains." 

The Duke started, but he bent forward and 
raised her. 

" Too late, too late, my child, yet I thank 
you for your zeal. The King and I are two ; 
were I now to present myself before my royal 
cousin, he would hand me over to the provost- 
martial, or at best consign me to Loches. No, 
I will strike a blow for liberty, and maybe 
help to free the King from — from bad advisers 
who obscure his better judgment." 

He turned to De Pomperant who had be- 
come very impatient. 

** We must get into safer hiding, my lord ; 
we cannot take our horses, the way is too 
exposed." 

" Madame," the Duke said to Jeanne, " your 
kind courage is admirable ; but for your timely 
warning, we should have slept here ; we should 
have been trapped without hope of escape. A 
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thousand thanks, and now farewell. I may not 
always be an exiled fugitive, and then ask of 
me what you will." 

He raised her hand to his lips, and De 
Pomperant opened the door for her exit. 

Bourbon walked up and down the small 
chamber in moody silence. He looked hard 
at his companion to see a sign of yielding on 
his face, and if he had seen it, the Constable 
might even then have given in and stayed 
where he was ; but De Pomperant was buck- 
ling on his sword and looking to the priming 
of the pistols that lay on the table, then he put 
the Duke's cloak on his shoulders. Even as 
Charles de Bourbon gave that yearning look 
at his friend, there rose before his mental sight, 
the fair voluptuous face of Louise d'Angou- 
leme, and with her came the memory of her 
repeated efforts to blight his happiness. She 
had made advances to him while his wife was 
still living, and now she had unblushingly 
asked him in marriage, in order that she might 
have a just title to his fair provinces. 

** Accursed harlot," he muttered. " No, 
dearly as I love France, I will not risk my 
liberty to satisfy your hatred." 

Meanwhile Jeanne stood on the staircase, 
holding by the cord strained against the wall. 
She felt dizzy with excitement. Was it true 
that she had actually been in the presence of 
the greatest captain of his time ? and he had 
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kissed her, and had acknowledged the kinship 
between them, and had thanked her for her 
warning. 

She stood throbbing all over, and then she 
began to wonder how the fugitives would make 
their escape ; she was bound to do all she 
could to help them. She went swiftly down 
the uneven staircase to seek the hostess and to 
warn her of their departure. She turned for 
this purpose to the kitchen, but from the other 
side of the dark passage at the foot of the 
stairs, she heard voices in loud dispute ; as 
she listened she felt turned to stone ; in one 
of the voices she recognized Gaspard's. 

" Hold your peace, madame, I tell you we 
will search the house ; how can you hinder 
us ? Wait till my master joins me ; he will 
not be long in coming, and he will teach you 
the power of the King's authority." 

Jeanne was pale and trembling ; she leaned 
against the kitchen door-post. She could not 
feel sure that the fugitives had quitted the 
house, though in one corner of the Duke's 
room she had seen a ropeladder. 

She opened the eating-room door, and 
walked boldly in. 

Gaspard sat at the table facing her, eying 
Madame Dombes with scowling defiance. 

He started as Jeanne came in ; his jaw fell, 
but he rose and made a respectful salute. 

While Jeanne walked into the room she 
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had nerved herself to act. She seated herself 
on a bench not far from the one the ruffian 
occupied. 

" Good evening," she said pleasantly, ** you 
have brought me, have you not, a message 
from your master ? Stay, madame, where go 
you so fast ? " Then as the terrified woman, 
heedless of her question, passed out at the 
door, and Gaspard rose to follow her, Jeanne 
smiled at him. 

" Sit you down, honest Gaspard, I will follow 
the hostess, and bid her fetch my women. 
She shall then bring you a flask of good 
wine, and you shall give me your master's 
message." 

Gaspard had been drinking in the village, 
but Jeanne spoke so simply and in so child- 
like a manner, that it might have deceived him, 
even if he had not dulled his wits with liquor. 
He grinned and told himself, as she went out 
of the room, that the lady had gone to order 
wine and to summon her women ; good ! 
when her mistress's back was turned, with a 
few kisses, he should learn from Anne all he 
wanted to know. 

" The wench is ripe and ready ; she will 

give me the chance I want," he added with a 

fatuous smile. ** Mille diables ! the mistress 

is almost as tempting as the maid. My master 

is to be envied, he has lucky chances with the 

sex." 
18 
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Jeanne hurried after Madame Dombes, who 
moved more slowly than did the young feet 
winged with determination to save the Duke 
from capture. 

** Hist ! " the girl spoke between her teeth, 
then as the hostess paused on the stairs to 
listen, " warn them quickly. Then return to 
me in the eating-room, and bring good wine 
with you. I will keep the fellow quiet as long 
as I can." 

It seemed to Gaspard that the Countess 
scolded, he said quite audibly what he doubt- 
less meant for an aside : 

** Who would have thought the beauty had 
such a spirit. My lord may need to slit her 
tongue before he has done with her. Mort 
de diable ! she is too slender for my taste.*' 

" Sit ye down, lady,'* he called out when 
she came back. ** I mean kindly by you and 
your wenches, that is the young ones ; may 
the foul fiend fly away with all old women ; 
they cumber the earth.'* 

Madame Dombes came in with a flask of 
Malvoisie, she looked solemn as she bent for- 
ward to place it before Gaspard, but Jeanne 
was wrought up and desperate. 

** Let me have the wine, madame, since I 
shall pay for it ; I mean to taste your Malvoisie, 
and so shall you. We will, all three, drink a 
happy ending to my journey. I will drink to 
your health, Gaspard ; I know you are a judge 
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of wine, you shall tell me what you think of 
this." 

She bade the hostess fill the glasses, then 
just putting her Hps to her own glass, Jeanne 
said gaily, " A happy ending to my journey," 
and bade the woman place the flask before 
the astonished trooper. 

He rose and drank to the lady's health, toss- 
ing off the Uquor at a draught. He was going 
to add some coarse compliment, but looking 
at her he met her strong, fearless glance, and 
sat down again without a word. 

** Drink freely, friend," Jeanne said to him, 
" the wine is good, and the long ride must 
have made you thirsty.*' Then to Madame 
Dombes, and turning her back completely on 
Gaspard so that he could not see her signifi- 
cant glances, " You did my errand up-stairs, 
madame, with my women ? " She spoke louder 
than usual that the man at the table might 
hear. 

The hostess answered the girl's eyes, which 
showed a deeper meaning than her words. 

** I went to their chamber, madame, but 
they had left it ; I did not linger because ma- 
dame had commanded the wine, but I can, if 
she now pleases, seek her women in madame's 
chamber." 

Gaspard had already drained the contents 
of the bottle. 

"Yes, yes, send the wenches here, or — or 
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one of them. Morbleu ! I have emptied the 
flask before they came to help me, saving your 
noble presence ; " he looked drunkenly at 
Jeanne, " Grands diables ! 'tis but dry work 
to talk with a thirsty throat." 

Jeanne shuddered as she met the man's bold 
glance fixed on her ; but the thought of Bour- 
bon's danger nerved her. 

" He says sooth, mistress," she said rebuk- 
ingly to the hostess, who, shocked by the free- 
dom the lady allowed to this drunken soldier, 
looked at her with alarm, and a certain dis- 
trust, '*you must go fetch another flask." 
Then following the woman to the door, **This 
wine is thin drink for fighting men ; have 
you naught stronger? Bring the strongest 
liquor your cellar holds." 

This said, she went back to Gaspard. 

She shivered when he greeted her with a 
leer. 

** Madame asked for my leader's message, 
but Tete Dieu, he will deliver it himself ; he 
will be here anon, maybe his words would 
lose flavor were I to try and speak them. 
Caramba ! as the Spaniards say, we have run 
the fox to earth this time. Madame must sit 
down and await the Count's return." 

While Jeanne hesitated to sit down, unwill- 
ing to put herself within his reach, the host- 
ess had returned, and she set a flagon of strong 
ale and a tall mug beside the trooper. She 
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had by this time guessed the lady s meaning, 
and she poured out a brimming mug of the 
liquor with the words, ** Tis done, madame." 

" Ho, ho," Gaspard cried ; ** I drink death 
to all traitors." 

Jeanne stayed till he had drained the huge 
mug ; she felt sure, from the hostess's words, 
and the change she saw in her, that the fugi- 
tives had escaped, and saying she would go 
find her women, hastily rose and left the cham- 
ber. Her courage fled when she gained the 
stairs, she clung to the guiding rope and hardly 
knew how she reached the floor above. She 
barred her chamber door, and fell exhausted 
on the bed. 

She soon roused, and listened ; only now 
and then a dull sound reached her. All at 
once she heard a voice loud in anger, then a 
firm armed heel on the stairs. Jeanne's heart 
beat faster ; she knew that this must be Laval, 
and that he had discovered the drunken con- 
dition of his follower. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

IN PERIL. 

A PEREMPTORY knock at her door startled 
Jeanne, and she put across a second bar which 
stood beside it. 

" Open, open, madame, in the King's name," 
a stern voice said. ** It is I, Laval ; my busi- 
ness with you is urgent." 

In his anger, he violently shook the door, 
but the bars held it firm. 

Jeanne felt strangely calm. It was useless, 
she told herself, to hold parley with this angry 
man. She suspected that he had heard of the 
Constable's flight, and guessed that she also 
knew of it. She said, with all the dignity she 
could muster : 

**You must excuse me. Monsieur le Comte; 
I cannot admit you at this hour. I also beg 
you to take away your man, Gaspard, he is in- 
toxicated." 

" She-devil," she heard him mutter, but he 
answered mildly enough, ** Yes, madame ; but 
I will return at daybreak, then I must see you.*' 

He went rapidly down-stairs, his spurs jan- 
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gling at every step. Jeanne's heart beat fast, 
while she listened, but she cx)uld not tell 
whether he had quitted the house. 

At last came the noise of a heavy door 
opened, and then loudly closed ; and, as she 
sat with strained ears, she heard the sound of 
retreating footsteps. She breathed heavily, and 
leaned back, with a sense of relief, in her hard 
wooden chair. 

But Laval had not left the house. Going 
back to the eating-room, he found Gaspard 
sound asleep again, his face on his arms on the 
table. His heavy snoring filled the room, and 
made Laval furious. He gave the sleeper a 
fierce kick, but this only elicited a growl and 
muttered curses. 

The Count looked round him ; he believed 
that the Constable was either in the house, or 
not far off, and he knew that minutes were 
precious. On his first arrival he had not felt 
confident that Bourbon was so near, but when 
he reached the village, the constrained looks 
that greeted him, had deepened his suspicions, 
and added significance to the hostess's positive 
refusal to lodge any one but the lady and her 
women. He had therefore hastened his re- 
turn to the inn. He reflected, however, that 
if Bourbon were at La Verite, De Pomperant 
was surely with him, and what could he, Laval, 
do against these two, without the help of Gas- 
pard? 
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Pardieu ! I will in some way learn the 
traitor's whereabouts, fraud may succeed where 
force fails." 

He went cautiously into the passage and 
peering through a half-open doorway, saw 
within it a small empty room. He checked 
an exclamation of satisfaction. Though the 
room was empty, he saw a rude desk beside 
which lay a formidable bunch of keys. He 
guessed that this was the hostess's sanctum ; 
if he could conceal himself here, he might 
learn the secrets of the house. There was a 
closet beside the door by which he had come 
in, and above it, close to the ceiling, was a 
grating ; the closet was evidently built into the 
wall, and was like it of dark wood. 

Was it open ? he wondered. He moved 
very cautiously, lest the clink of his spurs 
should betray him, and found to his joy that 
the door of the closet was only fastened by a 
button. There was, however, a key in the 
lock ; he drew this out, then slipping into the 
closet, which he found much larger than he 
expected, he locked himself in. 

The closet smelt horribly musty, and this 
showed Laval that it was not much resorted to. 
As he groped about it, he stumbled over what 
seemed to be a heap of horse wrappings on the 
floor. 

The room itself was but dimly lighted by a 
lamp in an iron cresset which hung from the 
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beam above, but there was total darkness in 
the closet. Laval raised one of the woolen 
wraps and spread it across his chest and shoul- 
ders, so that he might be less visible in case 
the door should, by some chance, be forced 
open from without. Then he stood listening. 

Very soon he heard the sound of an arrival, 
but, so far as he could make out, it was only a 
single horseman. Next, some one was ushered 
into the small room into which the closet led. 

A deep strong voice asked whether a lady 
was staying at La Verite. 

The answer did not come at once. Then 
the hostess said : 

" Yes, monsieur, a lady arrived to-day, but 
I think she has retired to rest." 

** She will see me. I must see her at once," 
the deep voice quickly answered. " You will 
say to the lady that her old friend, the Chevalier 
RoUand de la Touche, has traveled miles on 
■purpose to see her." 

" I will tell the lady, monsieur." 

The door opened and shut ; then some one 
could be heard mounting the creaking stair- 
way. 

Laval ground his teeth in silence. He had 
sworn to himself that d'Orbec and Jeanne 
should not meet again, and now, by his own 
act, he was powerless. But Jeanne would re- 
fuse to appear. She had refused to admit him 
on account of the late hour, and now it was 
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later still. He told himself he had been a fool 
to do his own errand. He ought, instead, to 
have sent the hostess to Jeanne's chamber. 
Yet, on the whole, it had happened for the best. 
He should overhear the talk of these two 
friends, supposing Jeanne came down to see 
Orbec, and afterwards, when Gaspard had re- 
gained his senses, they would be more than a 
match for this fool who had ventured single- 
handed, to so lonely a spot as the Hostel St. 
Bonnet. And when her friend was safely dis- 
posed of, he would call Jeanne herself to ac- 
count for her behavior. 

He soon heard voices and footsteps, the 
chamber door was opening, then came an in- 
describable murmur of gladness. Laval raged 
as bethought how these rustic eyes were drink- 
ing in the girl's beauty, and how he would 
sun himself in her smiles. 

" He will not have her for all that," he gave 
a malignant smile, " she is bound to marry me 
now, to save her reputation." 

But Jeanne was speaking. 

" How good of you to come ; how did you 
find me?" 

" I ask myself that very question, as I look 
at you," there was a laugh in the deep voice ; 
" the description I have been giving of the lady 
I wished to find, was not like you, madame ; 
no more like you than a closed rosebud is to 
the opened flower ; I understand now what 
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the good hostess meant at Moulins, when she 
said it must be long since I had seen the 
Countess of Laval/' 

Jeanne blushed, and her little foot patted 
the floor with impatience. 

She said with an arch glance that took 
RoUand back to Longuedec : 

** Fie, Monsieur, you have, I fear, been 
keeping bad company ; since when have you 
learned to call me madame, and to pay com- 
pliments as I hear they do at court ? ** 

** I have not been at court, sweet friend ; I 
have been keeping watch in the Low Countries, 
and also fighting there, so that it was not till 
after you had quitted Laval, that I received 
the sad news which told me you were or- 
phaned." 

The listener in the closet noted a pause, but 
could not see Jeanne bend her head while her 
eyes filled. 

The sight of RoUand, the very sound of his 
voice, had conjured up that happy time when 
she used to tease him to her heart's content, 
while her loved mother sat near them, smiling 
at their little disputes. Happy days ! gone, 
alas, from both their lives forever. 

RoUand went on : 

" I discovered at Laval that GUlonne had 
quitted you, and had gone to Mayenne. This 
puzzled me ; I could not believe that the 
faithful creature would have forsaken you ex- 
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cept for some good reason. My idea was that 
she had gone to Orbec, or to Longuedec ; at 
Longuedec I learned she had not been heard 
of, and I sent Lao — ^you remember him — back 
to Orbec, bidding Gillonne, if he found her 
there, follow me to Moulins, for at Laval I 
heard your escort was on its way to seek the 
King." 

Jeanne nodded. 

" That was kind and clever of you, but how 
can you have tracked me from Moulins ? " 

She looked at him with such perfect trust 
in her lovely eyes, that he sat silent, thinking 
what a blessed chance it was that he had found 
her. 

** Why do you not tell me ?" she said with 
a touch of impatience, so like the naughty 
Jeanne of former days when a wilful fit seized 
her ; that instead of answering her question 
her companion laughed. 

The listener in the closet smiled. 

The flush deepened on Jeanne's sweet face, 
while RoUand wished he were free to sit and 
look at her, instead of having to cudgel his 
memory for facts which the sight of her had 
completely blotted out. 

** You see I am still as naughty as ever, and 
after all, why need I ask how you came ? since 
you are here, that is enough." D'Orbeg felt 
thrilled by the look she gave him. " I only 
want to know if you heard of me at an inn 
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called the Fleur de Lys, between this place 
and St. Etienne." 

**Yes, I heard of you, but I learned your 
route from the inn in the village close by ; the 
soldiers who form your escort were quartered 
there, and I heard enough about them to 
quicken my desire to find you without delay; 
I learned that they are here in Auvergne for 
the express purpose of capturing the Con- 
stable de Bourbon, and that their leader is 
confident of success." 

Jeanne laughed gaily. 

" Do you not remember telling me that I 
must drop salt on a bird's tail before I could 
catch it ? But I see you are on the right side, 
I can read your eyes just as I used to ; now I 
am going to tell you a secret. The Count of 
Laval has been kind, but as long as he keeps 
me with him, he will not find it easy to cap- 
ture my lord of Bourbon. You used to read 
me the tale of a caged lion, and how a poor 
little mouse set the noble beast free ; well 
then, my friend," she whispered, ** I played 
the mouse to-night." 

The listener in the closet could not hear the 
last words, he ground his teeth with fury ; 
RoUand whistled. 

" So—" he said. Then, in as low a tone as 
Jeanne's, ** Yes, my child, we must be careful. 
How came it that you guessed he was in the 
inn?" 
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" I was warned, and I suppose I came pre- 
pared. Did they tell you at the Fleur de Lys 
that I was left alone there with my women ?" 
He bent his head. " Well then,'* Jeanne spoke 
louder, and Laval heard her say, ** one night, 
I saw two horsemen ride away from the inn ; 
I felt sure that one of them was the Duke." 

" Did Laval suspect anything ? " 

" Yes, and his questions put me on guard ; 
when I arrived here, I saw alarm in Madame 
Dombes' eyes, and I seemed to know what 
she feared. I promised when we were at 
Moulins to give him warning if I could." 

" Speak lower," RoUand said. 

Jeanne continued in a whisper, " I felt that 
the chance was given me to-night. You know 
the good Duke was always my hero, Hol- 
land ?" 

The listener dug his nails into his palms ; 
he could not hear, and he could scarcely keep 
himself from bursting out from the closet. 

"Alas, yes," RoUand sighed. "The hero 
of all the noblest hearts in France ; you saw 
him then ? Did you speak with him ? " 

He spoke very low, and she answered in 
the same tone. 

** More than that," her eyes shone with 
enthusiasm, " he kissed me and said I was his 
fair cousin." 

RoUand took her hand and pressed it. 

" You have a noble heart, Jeanne, but now 
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about yourself ? Tell me why I find you here 
in the Auvergne when you took the long jour- 
ney to Moulins to seek the King ? It seems 
to me you should have gone direct from Mou- 
lins to Lyons." 

" Have I not done so, are you sure ? *' Her 
tone was louder and full of surprise, " Mon- 
sieur de Laval told me we were near the 
camp." 

RoUand looked stern, but he did not at once 
express his indignation. He longed to know 
the relations that existed between Jeanne and 
her handsome young escort ; it seemed to 
him she might side with the Duke, and yet be 
fascinated by Laval ; yet d'Orbec could not 
believe that she had brought herself to love 
such a rascal as he considered him. 

He rose, walked to the farther end of the 
room, and then coming back, he placed him- 
self before her. 

** I had better tell you at once that you are 
now your own mistress ; you are at liberty to 
go where you will and I care not who knows 
it. Mathieu is in command of a dozen strong 
fellows, your own Longuedec men. Old Leon 
raised and armed them to serve as your escort. 
I have joined to them my Coetfrec lances. 
My only doubt is— well, I will be frank 
with you ; are you in any way pledged to 
Laval?" 

It was said now ; the words had uttered 
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themselves almost without RoUand's consent, 
and he shrank from the indignant light in the 
girl's eyes. 

Laval had heard the question and was in- 
tently listening for her answer. 

It came at last with the most freezing cour- 
tesy of tone. 

" I pray you, monsieur, to say when you 
have known me keep willing company with a 
villain, when I know him to be such ? " 

** Pardon me, Jeanne, but you did not say 
you were Laval's prisoner." 

Jeanne had risen, and now deeply wounded, 
she stood looking at d*Orbec. 

The pain in her eyes made his heart ache. 
He tried to speak, but Jeanne stretched out 
her hand, and put it before his mouth. 

" I see ; I know," she sobbed, ** but I have 
gone on in a state of blindness. Perhaps I 
was too careless to trouble for others, and 
then, oh RoUand, I can never forget it, in the 
midst of his own sore trial, he — the Duke- 
told me the danger of my position, and warned 
me that Laval was a bad man." 

" Did he ? curse him," thought the listener ; 
"another item in the score I have against 
Charles de Bourbon." 

Jeanne went on gratefully : " Can you not 
then imagine with what joy I received your 
summons ?" 

RoUand sighed with relief ; she might not 
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love him, but it was clear she did not care 
for Laval ; she was free. 

" I will leave you now," he said, " to take 
the rest you must greatly need ; I shall soon 
return. I go but to find my men, and to learn 
whether they have news of Gillonne. I will 
say au revoir, dear child ; shall I bid the host- 
ess attend 5^ou ? " 

" Thank you, thank you, my true friend ; I 
am safe here, but return as soon as you can." 

The listener longed to see how they parted, 
but he feared to attract attention by a move- 
ment. He soon heard the, Vicomte speaking 
to the hostess in the courtyard ; then he heard 
him ride away. He cursed the fate that had 
kept him from learning definite tidings of the 
Duke. 
19 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

IN THE LITTLE ROOM. 

Jeanne sat still ; one slender hand was 
pressed tightly over her eyes. She was trying 
to keep before them the picture of Holland's 
frank yet tender gaze. She had never met a 
look so tender, and she gave herself up to the 
feeling it had kindled ; she believed that he 
loved her. It seemed as if he still stood be- 
fore her, and that in another moment, she 
should again hear the ring of his true, manly 
voice. Jeanne had never been so happy as 
she was in those few moments of delicious sur- 
render to the purple glow of love. Was Hol- 
land indeed her own love ? and would he 
never forsake her ? There came a quick re- 
vulsion when she remembered Laval. How 
could she, she wondered, have found a mo- 
ment's pleasure in listening to that deceitful 
traitor, who had so long blinded her to his 
perfidious conduct ? 

A portentous yawn made her start and look 
round her. Then a bench grated over the 
floor of the eating-room ; there was a stamp- 
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ing of feet, yawning, and Gaspard's voice called 
loudly for the hostess. 

This was the sound for which Laval had 
waited. He cursed his ill-luck that it had not 
come sooner. He unlocked and flung open 
the door of the closet. Jeanne started vio- 
lently when he came out of it, and stood 
before her. 

" You may well look alarmed, madame ; your 
double-dealing is discovered ; you who have 
deceived me, aided and abetted traitors to 
escape from the just vengeance of the King. 
I should at once give you up to justice, but 
that I have too soft a heart ; my tenderness 
for you makes me willing to screen you from 
the punishment dealt to those who connive at 
the escape of traitors. Are you aware that for 
less than you have done, Monsieur de St. Val- 
lier will be executed, aye, and drawn and 
quartered ? " He paused. Then in a gentler 
voice : " / may consider yours a youthful folly, 
but others will judge more harshly. You must 
be my wife, Jeanne, and, as soon as may be ; 
I know no other way by which I can save you 
from the dread penalties of the law ; " he 
shuddered, " hideous penalties for so young 
and fair a criminal. It is terrible to think 
what might happen to you." 

Jeanne stood upright, her eyes bright with 
scorn. 

" You coward ! " she cried. " So you have 
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been mean enough to listen, and now you 
threaten me, but you are too late. You cannot 
harm the noble prince. He will escape beyond 
your power to harm him." 

Laval put his arm round her, in spite of her 
struggles. He held her fast, for with the other 
hand he had grasped both hers so tightly that 
she could not free them. 

*' Do not cry out," he said quietly ; "if you 
do, Gaspard will come to help me. I must 
save you in spite of yourself. Be reasonable, 
dear girl, no harm shall happen to you. Now 
tell me, where is the Duke ? " 

" I will not ; set me free. I will scream if 
you hold me an instant longer." 

" No, you will not scream. If you cry out, 
I leave you to Gaspard. You do not know 
him as I do. He would at once force a gag 
within those pretty teeth, and worse indignities 
would fbllow. Now listen ! " He paused, for 
though he still held her fast, he saw that his 
threat of Gaspard had checked her cry for 
help. " You know, sweet one, that you have 
brought this on yourself. I can hardly believe 
that so fair and innocent a face has covered so 
much perfidy. You deserve the punishment 
of a traitor, and if I leave you here, it must 
fall on you. I will take you away with me, 
and place you safely with the King ; this time 
we ride direct to Lyons. Your friend will not 
return ; my messenger will tell him that you 
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and your women are riding to Lyons to seek 
the King. You wish for the royal protection, 
and you shall have it as soon as may be." 

** I can go to Lyons without you ; I have 
my own men to escort me," she said defiantly. 

He shook his head at her. Then in a caress- 
ing tone : 

" What has caused this change, my dearest 
Jeanne ; you have so long led me to hope that 
in heart and soul you were already mine, that 
Lhave laid the matter before the King, and 
he has given his royal consent to our mar- 
riage." 

She wrenched her hands so violently from 
his clasp, that she nearly freed herself. 

" You are lying," she cried out, ** you know 
that you are lying." 

** Now the darling is naughty, and naughty 
ways must be punished." 

He tried to kiss her lips, but she twisted so 
deftly, that he only kissed her ear. Passion- 
ate anger gave her strength ; she tore one 
hand from his grasp, and struck at him with 
all her force. 

" Fie, for shame ; that is for a cat or a kit- 
ten, not for a high-born damsel. What ! you 
will not submit ? " Then between his teeth 
he said fiercely, **You must be taught be- 
havior." 

He seized her by the shoulders, dragged 
her to the closet, and so roughly flung her in, 
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that her head struck against the opposite wall, 
and she sank in a heap on the floor. Laval 
instantly closed the door, locked it, and put 
the key in his pocket. 

" So much the better, it saves the trouble of 
a gag," he smiled unpleasantly ; " if she re- 
covers too quickly, she must be tied hand and 
foot, and we must for a while shut her pretty 
mouth. Gaspard well knows how to carry 
a fair lady like a bundle before him.** He 
paused, and then told himself, with a fierce 
oath, that it was a cursed business ; but for 
that meddling fool d'Orbec, Jeanne would 
have followed wherever he chose to take her. 
However, they should soon trap the Constable, 
and then — 

He found Gaspard stretching and shaking 
himself ; Laval took him to the stables, bade 
him dip his head in cold water, and then bring 
the horses out, ready. " We must not delay 
an instant," he said. 

He reentered the house by the back way, 
but as he turned to the room within which he 
had left Jeanne, he heard some bustle before 
the house-door. Going forward he saw a tall 
woman in colloquy with the hostess. He rec- 
ognized Gillonne, and drew back, but the 
woman saw him. 

" Eh, mon Dieu, there is Monsieur le Comte 
himself. Will Monsieur le Comte assure this 
good woman that madame is my mistress, and 
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that she may safely conduct me to my dear 
lady's chamber ? " 

The reappearance of Gillonne, whom he 
thought safe at Mayenne, gave Laval a sudden 
shock ; he pulled himself together, and an- 
swered : 

" Your mistress is not in her chamber, and 
I doubt if Madame Dombes can tell you where 
to find her." 

The hostess hated Laval and his errand ; she 
considered his presence a blot on her house. 
She answered very stiffly : 

** I left the lady in my private room, with 
Monsieur le Vicomte d*Orbec." 

" You will not find her there now. Mon- 
sieur d'Orbec has ridden away, and the lady 
rode with him on the front of his saddle." 

Laval spoke decidedly, and the hostess did 
not gainsay his assertion, Gillonne stared in 
utter disbelief ; then she said : 

** Doubtless my lady's women are still here ; 
will you take me to them, madame ? " i 

The hostess nodded ; she turned to show 
the way to the staircase, when Gaspard came 
striding in from the yard. 

" All is ready, my lord." His eyes fell on 
Gillonne ; he started and looked confused ; 
he wondered what tale she had told about 
him. 

Gillonne left the hostess and hurried back 
to Laval. 
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•' That man is a villain, monsieur, he would 
have taken my life if I had not escaped from 
him at Mayenne." 

As Laval turned on him in angry rebuke, 
Gaspard recollected himself. He knew that 
the count could not do without him, and he 
also knew that nothing would be refused him 
if he helped to capture the Constable de 
Bourbon. 

" Pardon me, my lord Count, but the good 
dame is in error. Come, come. Mistress Gil- 
lonne, you cannot say you were badly treated ; 
the truth is that you listened, and listeners 
hear things turned inside out; they mistake 
lining for good stuff. As we rode along, my 
lord, I found dame Gillonne pleasant and capa- 
ble ; I even fancied I had made progess in her 
good graces, when— lo ! you there, as ill luck 
would have it, I must needs lodge my convoy 
at the Croix d'Or. The hostess there, Louise, 
is an old acquaintance, and the warmth of her 
reception seems to have displeased my new 
. flame ; for next morning when I sought dame 
Gillonne in her chamber, I found her flown. 
She went, I suppose, to her cousin, and I 
troubled my head no more about her. Women 
are jealous, the best of them." Then with an 
unpleasant look at Gillonne, " Ventrebleu ! 
dame, I advise you to stick to truth ; you may 
else find this air unhealthy." 

A voice broke in. 
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** A word with you, my lord, on the instant." 

Laval turned and saw the Moulins spy. 
Beckoning the man to follow him, he went 
into the now vacant eating-room. 

The spy's face was full of excitement. 

" My lord has not a moment to lose. The 
Duke is on his way to Vienne, where he means 
to ford the Rhone. Cross lower down, Mon- 
sieur le Comte, and intercept him on the other 
side ; he will not expect to meet a foe in front, 
and capture will be easy." 

Laval was almost distracted ; he dared not 
leave Jeanne to be freed by Gillonne, and yet 
every moment of delay risked his chance of 
seizing the fugitive. He stood gnawing his 
mustache. 

A knocking came from the inner room, 
then a sudden outcry : 

'* Help ! help ! let me out." 

Laval dashed into the little room. Gillonne 
and the hostess ran there from the kitchen, the 
tire-woman crying : 

*' Great heavens ! that is my lady's voice ; 
where is she ? where ? " 

Laval pushed her out of his way. 

** Peace, foolish woman," he said in a tone of 
authority ; ** do you not hear that the voice 
comes from above ? Some ruffian is molesting 
your lady's women. See to it, hostess ; women 
should not come to harm under your roof." 

He was half crazed with impatience to be 
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rid of them, or he would not have uttered such 
lolly. 

Vehement knocking in the closet was fol- 
lowed by another outcry from Jeanne. 

Gillonne was at the door in an instant. 

** Where is the key ? ** she said sternly. ** I 
dare swear that villain Count is at the bottom 
of it. Ah! blessed saints be praised;" her 
voice rose into a joyful scream, ** look there, 
look there/* She pointed to the window. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE CROSSING OF THE RHONE. 

The Constable and his faithful friend had 
acted wisely in leaving the house on foot, for 
the sound of horsehoofs would have reached 
Laval's ears as he approached the inn. Muffled 
in their dark riding cloaks, the two fugitives 
moved on swiftly in the darkness for more 
than a league. They at last reached the little 
hamlet of Vauquelles ; they paused at the 
door of the little inn. 

Their arrival was evidently expected. The 
woman who opened the door to them no 
sooner saw the Duke's tall figure, than she 
turned to the lad behind her. 

** Bring out the horses, Desire, but not to the 
front ; the messieurs will mount in the yard ; 
start one off some minutes before the other. 
That one," she pointed to Bourbon, ** must 
take the road on the right ; the other, the lane 
that leads left. They will meet at the fork 
by the water trough outside the village." 

She moved aside that the newcomers might 
enter the house, but she did not speak to them. 
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The DuKe followed De Pomperant as though 
he were his servant, but as he passed the woman 
on his way to the back door, she knelt down 
and pressed the hem of his cloak to her lips. 

In the yard were two horses bridled and 
saddled. Desire held up a lantern he had 
taken from the stables, and Bourbon saw that 
they were powerful animals, and also that a 
piece of plate armor was fastened around their 
chests. The lad who held them did not look 
at the Duke, but when Monsieur de Pompe- 
rant had vaulted into his saddle. Desire pressed 
close to him and whispered : 

** Monsieur will find provisions for two days 
in the saddle-bags ; vive la justice, I say." 

De Pomperant smiled kindly. 

" I thank you, friend ; when next we meet, 
matters^ may have changed ; I will not forget 
you, Desire.'* 

A hoarse whisper came in answer. 

** My lord must beware. The Rhone is 
closely guarded as far as to Valence ; there is 
no safe passage below Vienne." 

** We loiter," the Duke cried ; " come on, 
sir," and he rode away. 

De Pomperant set spurs to his horse, and 
galloped on alone till he reached the water- 
trough ; then the two fugitives rode on to- 
gether for some hours. Just as a faint glim- 
mer showed itself to the east, they were 
challenged by a sentinel near the banks of the 
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Rhone. They were some way from the river, 
and it was still too dark for recognition, so 
hazarding a cry of "Vive le Roi," the fugitives 
rode on, and the sentinel took no farther heed 
of them. 

" We are close to the river," said Bourbon, 
** why should we not risk a passage ? '* Vienne 
is a long way off, and it is near to Lyons, and 
the camp." 

" Pardon me, my lord, but are we not safer 
near the enemy ? I have been told that the 
Rhone is watched as far down as Valence, no 
one would look for us at Vienne ; once across 
the bridge of Vienne, a good road leads us 
into Dauphiny, whereas, so far as I remember, 
hereabouts, on the eastern bank, there are 
marshes without any road across them. The 
bridge at St. Vallier is known to be guarded ; 
that challenge makes me think it is close by. 
Shall we not keep farther away ? We might 
hide in some forest till evening, rest our horses, 
and recruit ourselves. How say you, my lord ?" 

** Have it as you will," Bourbon answered ; 
" if there were more light I would risk the 
ford ; there used to be one at St. Rambert, 
which cannot be much further." 

" I learned at St. Bonnet that the stream is 
greatly swollen," said De Pomperant ; " the 
Rhone has ever shown herself a turbulent 
stream to those who brave her." 

" Foy de Prince ! " the Duke exclaimed, 
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" pursuit is more dangerous than the stream. 
I wish that instead of flying, and leaving that 
dear child to the mercies of Laval, I had stood 
my ground, and fought it out with him." 

** No, no, my lord ; at the last, Mother 
Dombes whispered me that Laval's swash- 
buckler Gaspard was at hand, and could read- 
ily summon a score or two of cut-throats from 
the pot-house below the hill." 

'' So." 

The Duke rode on in moody silence towards 
the forest which De Pomperant pointed out. 
They stayed under its shelter till evening fell ; 
then they again rode on through the night, 
along a rough and difficult road, at some little 
distance from the river. 

Day was breaking when they approached 
Vienne. They now rode very carefully believ- 
ing that the bridge would be guarded. They 
were still at some distance from the bridge, 
when De Pomperant saw, on the western bank 
of the stream, a wood with a small cabaret in 
front of it ; near it was a ferry-boat seemingly 
made fast to a post on the river bank. 

** Look, my lord," he said, ** there is a ferry- 
boat." 

Bourbon's eyes were fixed on the distant 
bridge. 

**I see someone moving there," he said, "but 
at this distance I cannot be sure that it is a 
sentinel ; if so, there seems to be only one." 
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** Even one could give the alarm and sum- 
mon help before we are across ; '* De Pompe- 
rant thought for a moment, and then pointed 
to the wood behind the house on the river 
bank. " If you will take the horses, my liege, 
and lie quiet in that wood, I will go forward to 
the bridge, and find out how the land lies.*' 

He took the Duke's consent for granted, and 
was gone before Bourbon had answered him. 

Before he reached the bridge he discovered 
that it was not guarded, but he also saw, by the 
man's dress, that the figure Bourbon had ob- 
served, was a butcher loitering about appar- 
ently waiting for some one. De Pomperant 
sauntered up to the man as though he was not 
in any special hurry, and civilly returned the 
butcher's '*good day" greeting. 

** Where are you bound, friend ? " the butcher 
asked, and he looked hard at De Pomperant. 

" Faith, I do not know," De Pomperant an- 
swered, ** I am an archer of the King's guard. 
I have orders to meet my company on the bridge 
of Vienne, and to mount guard there, so that 
the Constable de Bourbon may be prevented 
from crossing the stream. Can you say if a 
body of archers has crossed this morning ? they 
may be stationed on the other side." 

The butcher shook his bullet head. 

" Sang de Boeuf, I have been here since 
daybreak, waiting for a drove of pigs which I 
have bought, and for my sins paid for, in hard 
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cash ; I warrant you I have kept a sharp look- 
out these two days ; not an archer has passed 
me ; but two bodies of armed soldiers, well- 
mounted too, have crossed the bridge ; they 
are waiting on the other side to intercept that 
accursed traitor's flight into Italy." 

" That is good news,'* De Pomperant said 
promptly, though his heart was heavy at the 
tidings. ** Good day, my friend, your news 
gives me time to get a meal while I wait for 
my companions." 

So saying, with a friendly nod to the 
butcher, he sauntered back towards the cabaret 
on the river bank. As he drew near, he saw 
a couple of soldiers close to the door. They, 
however, were in haste to go in, and took no 
notice of him. Some way past the house, he 
reached the outskirts of the wood he had 
pointed out to Bourbon. 

He presently found the Duke lying at the 
foot of an oak tree, looking very sad and 
troubled. 

De Pomperant told him the result of his 
inquiries. 

** The bridge is evidently impossible/' he 
said ; ** we must try the ferry." 

The Duke nodded assent. 

" We will leave our horses in the wood ; they 
will only cumber us in the boat and attract 
notice." 

They led the horses in among the trees, till 
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they found a little opening. Here, when they 
had taken their arms and remaining provisions 
from the holsters, they turned the horses loose 
to graze. 

" Now for the ferry," Bourbon said. 

They found the ferryman beside the boat, 
ready to make the passage. 

Bourbon had purposely hunched up his 
shoulders and let his chin droop forward on 
his chest, so that he did not look taller than his 
companion ; but the ferryman eyed De Pom- 
perant as if he recognized him. 

"Take us across, my good fellow." The 
young noble dropped some small coin into the 
ferryman's hand, as he stepped into the boat. 
The Duke followed, but loud shouts made De 
Pomperant look round ; he saw, with alarm, 
that three soldiers were coming out of the 
cabaret, holding up their hands. 

"All in good time, my masters," said the 
ferryman. *' I may as well have a boatful." 

As he spoke two more soldiers came out of 
the cabaret, and ran down the bank. They 
all laughed heartily as they stepped into the 
boat. 

Bourbon raised his head and looked at his 
friend. De Pomperant seemed wholly un- 
moved ; his eyes were fixed -^ the cord by 
means of which the boat was propelled across 
the river. Presently a voice near him said, 

" Eh then, friend, we have surely met in Italy." 
20 
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De Pomperant looked the soldier who spoke, 
up and down, then shook his head. 

** By my faith, friend, you have the advan- 
tage, but then I met so many brave men in 
Italy that I could not recognize them all ; have 
you space enough, or am I in your way ? ** 

As he spoke he dexterously moved so that 
his face was hidden from the other soldiers. 

Bourbon had sat turned away, looking at the 
opposite shore ; he thought all was lost, and 
said to De Pomperant in a low tone : 

** The game is up.*' 

** On the contrary," De Pomperant whis- 
pered. ** At the worst I have my knife ready ; 
I cut the cord, the boat drifts down with the 
current and you and I strike out for the shore : 
I will wager that not one of these fellows can 
swim unless it be the ferryman." 

But though he kept a smiling^ face and a 
well-assured manner, De Pomperant was ill 
at ease. If it came to a struggle he felt that 
the odds were desperately against them. He 
looked at the five sturdy soldiers and the 
strong and squarely built ferryman, and told 
himself that the issue would be doubtful. He 
could hardly keep back a joyful exclamation 
when the boat touched the opposite shore of 
the Rhone. 

The Duke had sat in silence without so 
much as turning his head. He had been 
thinking of Jeanne's appeal ; and he told him- 
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self that even now if he could trust the King's 
word, he would turn his face towards Lyons, 
instead of hastening away from it. 

** Foy de Prince indeed ! " he thought 
bitterly. ** I have but to remember De Sem- 
blancay and others, to learn the fate of those 
who trust to the truth without fear or favor. 
No, I cannot trust a king who is the slave of 
his mother and his mistresses." 

He looked up and saw that he was almost 
the last in the boat ; De Pomperant stood on 
the bank waiting with fiery impatience till the 
Duke had landed. 

** Till we are out of sight of all this scum,** 
he whispered, " we are bound to keep to the 
high road to Grenoble ; presently we will make 
for the forest yonder." 

They knew thkt even under the forest shelter, 
they should still be in danger of pursuit ; they 
could not feel safe until they reached the first 
outpost of the Imperial army. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

AT LAST. 

RoLLAND had ridden rapidly away fronni 
" La VeriteV* and then more slowly down the 
hill. Even here in the open it was dark, and 
he rode carefully along the rough road. It 
seemed to him likely that Laval and his men 
were near at hand, and he was anxious to 
return quickly to the inn with a sufficient 
force to protect Jeanne from the count's treach- 
ery. It was difficult for him to think of 
aught beside the girl herself. Now that he 
had seen her, he could well understand 
Laval's purpose : he doubtless meant to get 
the King's consent, so that, when the period 
of her mourning had expired, he might at 
once possess himself of the beautiful heiress 
and the rich lands of Longuedec. 

Yes, Jeanne was indeed beautiful, and how 
simple and unspoiled she was. His face light- 
ened with a happy smile, as he thought of the 
courage and spirit she had shown. With all 
Laval's clever knavery, RoUand felt sure she 
would not submit to be wedded against her will. 
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All at once he heard a movement on the 
farther side of the road ; he made out a shape- 
less figure on horseback, trying, as it seemed, 
to ride full speed up-hill. 

** Who goes there ? " he called out, and 
urged his horse across the road to bar the pas- 
sage of the shapeless rider. 

** Ah, mon Dieu ! may the blessed saints be 
praised. To think of meeting Monsieur le 
Vicomte here, when I thought he was on the 
hill-top with my dear lady. I pray, my lord, 
to tell me how it goes with her ? " 

D'Orbec was glad to hear the familiar voice. 

** I hoped you would arrive to-night, Gil- 
lonne ; I had word this morning from Lao's 
messenger that you were not far off. Your 
dear lady is well, and she will rejoice to see 
you. You have doubtless left Lao with his 
fellows down below, and, like a brave-hearted 
woman, have ridden alone in the gloom to 
seek your lady. Ride on quickly, my friend, 
you cannot miss your way. The inn stands 
straight before you on the hill-top. I have 
but now left your mistress in the hostess's 
parlor." 

As the woman rode off, he called after her : 

** Tell your lady I will return to her on the 
instant.*' 

This return was not however to be as speedy 
as he had hoped for. 

When Gillonne quitted Lao, the men gath- 
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ered round him listening to the further tidings 
he had gleaned in regard to the Constable's 
flight from Chantelles. Their loud voices in 
eager talk reached RoUand, but when he saw 
no forward movement on the part of the horse- 
men, he felt exasperated, for he had bade them 
follow him to the inn as soon as Lao joined 
them. 

" Silence," he cried sternly, " you stand 
gossiping like a pack of old washerwomen, 
while mischief may be brewing on the hill- 
top. You, Mathieu and Lao, mount and fol- 
low me, the rest can ride up at a slower pace." 

With that RoUand turned and galloped up 
the hill. The September moon which had 
been completely veiled by gathering clouds, 
now rose above them, and as he approached 
the inn, a flood of silver light glorified the 
former gloomy aspect of the place. The light 
enabled d'Orbec to see a side opening which 
led, as he guessed, to the stable-yard ; he told 
himself he would leave his horse there till his 
followers joined him. 

While he tethered his animal to the hook in 
the wall beside the mounting block, Gillonne's 
exclamation drew Laval's eyes to the window 
which looked on the courtyard. 

The Count felt for an instant checkmated, 
but a second glance showed him that d'Orbec 
was alone. He hastened from the little room 
closing the door behind him. **Gaspard," he 
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cried, then seeing that the man had gone back 
to his liquor, he drew his dagger, and struck 
the hilt sharply on the drinker's head. 

Gaspard started up with an oath ; when he 
saw who had struck him, he said with a sav- 
age curse : 

** Tis not fair, my lord, to hit a man at un- 
awares, you have well-nigh cracked my skull." 

Laval sheathed his dagger. 

" Peace, drunken swine, there will be work 
to thy taste in a twinkling. Hist, d*Orbec is 
here alone, thou or I must settle accounts with 
him before we ride after Bourbon — Pardieu, 
here comes the Vicomte.*' 

The last words were fiercely whispered, for 
he heard d'Orbec hurrying in by the side 
entrance, and in another moment he entered 
the eating-room by the door at its lower end. 

RoUand's blue eyes blazed with anger at the 
sight of Laval. 

He came forward. 

** By what right, monsieur, have you deceived 
and misled the Countess Jeanne so that she has 
believed herself on the way to Lyons, while 
you were bringing her into the Auvergne ? " 

Laval looked at him, and then laughed con- 
temptuously. He was on fire to pursue the 
fugitive Constable, j^et he shrank from leaving 
d'Orbec and Jeanne together ; he knew it was 
no longer possible to carry her away with him. 
The only way was to provoke a quarrel ; he 
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and Gaspard would soon settle matters with 
d'Orbec. 

RoUand reddened with impatient anger. 

" You do not answer, my lord ; I ask again 
how you dare to practise this deceit on a lady 
who is a Ward of the King ? " 

Laval looked RoUand all over with a sneer. 
Then he said in a mocking tone : 

"You wish for the truth, monsieur? you 
shall have it. I guide Countess Jeanne's move- 
ments by the right which she has herself given 
me, the right of her affianced husband." Rol- 
land went nearer him, his eyes ablaze. 

" Liar ! you dare not affirm before the 
Countess, that you are her affianced hus- 
band?" 

Laval backed towards Gaspard. As the man 
met his leader's eyes, he drew his dagger. 

** Softly, Monsieur d'Orbec," Laval said ; 
"your words run away with you. For the 
sake of her good name I am willing to tie the 
knot as soon as may be, considering that the 
lady has journeyed with me as my wife, ever 
since we left Laval." 

" Treacherous villain ! " RoUand flung his 
glove with all his force in Laval's face, and 
drew his sword, " draw and defend yourself." 

Laval moved aside and avoided the glove 
which fell on the floor. He drew his sword 
and dagger, and rushed on RoUand, who stood 
ready to receive his attack. 
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At the first clash of steel two spectators ap- 
peared in the doorway by which RoUand had 
entered. 

In his impatience to return to the inn, the 
Vicomte had rapidly ridden up the hill, while 
Mathieu and Lao had followed at a slower 
pace. They saw Gaspard come up behind 
their leader and aim a blow at him. Mathieu 
caught the fellow's arm, and sent him reeling 
across the floor. 

" Nom de Diable ! " cried Lao. ** We will 
have fair play ; fight with me like a man, if 
you must fight, old acquaintance." 

But Gaspard backed away from the swords- 
men. Laval's snake-like eyes almost closed 
with hatred of his opponent ; his height and 
length of arm gave him some advantage. 
After a few passes, RoUand received a slight 
wound in the shoulder, and was driven back 
by the force and rapidity of Laval's attack : 
his wound helped the Vicomte ; he grew 
cooler ; he saw that here lay his advantage ; 
he must be wary, and act only on the de- 
fensive, while his adversary played out the 
fiery ardor with which he had begun the 
fight. 

Suddenly Laval retreated ; stood still a mo- 
ment, and then lunged forward in the hope of 
taking his adversary unawares ; but Rolland 
was ready for him : instead of parrying the 
stroke, he swerved aside, avoided it, and be- 
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fore his opponent could recover his position, 
he struck his dagger into Laval's shoulder. 

The Count staggered and fell to the ground. 

RoUand was aghast; it seemed to him that 
his dagger had glanced aside from armor worn 
under Laval's buffcoat. The Vicomte had not 
meant to kill his adversary ; in his indignation 
at Laval's treachery, he had determined to 
wound him, and so arrest his evil designs in 
regard to Jeanne and punish the slander he 
had uttered against her. 

Laval lay motionless, he still grasped his 
dagger, but his eyes were closed, and d'Orbec 
bent over him, intently listening to catch a 
breath. He turned his head toward Gaspard, 
who stood seemingly stupefied by the result of 
the duel. 

" Come here, fellow, and quickly," d'Orbec 
cried ; ** loosen your master's doublet, and you, 
Lao, stand back to give him air — " 

At the moment, when d'Orbec turned his 
head, the seemingly dead man rose to one knee, 
and struck his dagger fiercely in the back of 
his adversary. 

It was fortunate that Lao stood so near; his 
strong arm caught RoUand as he staggered 
under the force of the blow ; Lao placed him 
gently on the floor and then tried to staunch 
the blood that now streamed from the wound. 
Mathieu drew his sword, and rushed at Laval, 
who had risen to his feet. 
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" A moi, Gaspard, a moi," the Count cried, 
but Mathieu was too quick for him. 

** Take your wages, foul assassin," the man 
shouted, and drove his sword with all his force 
through Laval's body. 

The Count reeled and fell backwards on the 
floor, Gaspard ran up and kneeled beside him. 
He satisfied himself that life this time was ex- 
tinct, and then rose up, his face distorted with 
fury 

** Breton pig ! " he cried to Mathieu, " 'tis 
well for thee that I and my mates have work 
in hand that will not wait. Curse thee ! thou 
shalt hang as high as Haman, and thy master 
too, if there is life in him to hang." 

He hurried out of the inn, as the women 
came rushing from the farther room. 

Released from her confinement, Jeanne had 
flung herself into her faithful woman's arms, 
and broke down in a hearty fit of crying. 

Gillonne petted and soothed the girl as 
though she were her mother, and Jeanne was 
recovering herself when angry voices and the 
clash of swords in the eating-room alarmed the 
three women. These sounds were also heard 
up-stairs. Anne and Mathurine came flying 
down with shrieks of terror. 

" Be silent, fools," Gillonne said sternly. 
"There is enough disturbance without your 
cackling cries. Peace, I say. You, Mathurine, 
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fetch a cup of water from the well, and you, 
Anne, open the lattice ; the dear lady lacks 
air." 

She had kept her arm round Jeanne while 
she spoke, for the girl's white, distraught face 
made her fear she was like to faint. 

Suddenly Jeanne rose, and made for the 
door. No one had told her, but she knew that 
RoUand and Laval were fighting ; she deter- 
mined to part them at whatever risk to herself. 

But Gillonne stayed her with imploring 
words and gestures, while the more practical 
hostess placed herself in the narrow doorway, 
thus making it impossible for Jeanne to pass 
her. 

** By your leave, no, my lady," she said with 
a dignity that enforced obedience. "Not un- 
der my roof shall women thrust themselves 
into the quarrels of men ; besides, it will avail 
naught. Madame's presence would but prove 
a hindrance, and would maybe endanger Mon- 
sieur d'Orbec's life." 

Jeanne looked at her, and then stood passive; 
while the incessant clash of steel seemed, from 
its rapidity, likely to be soon ended. 

A cry from Lao ; then Mathieu's loud execra- 
tion. 

Jeanne clasped her hands in agony. A mo- 
ment later came the dull sound of a fall, and 
Gaspard's curses. 

The girl broke away from Gillonne 's hold, and 
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vehemently forcing herself past the hostess, she 
reached the eating-room ; she saw but one 
thing, RoIIand's ghastly face as he lay stretched 
on the ground where Lao had placed him. 

"Oh! my love, my murdered love," she 
cried. She fell on her knees beside his sense- 
less body, and kissed his lips. 
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CHAPTER XXX, 

FRANCOISE DE FOIX. 

A MAN, rather above middle height, stood in 
one of the deeply recessed windows of the 
royal palace at Lyons. His legs were singu- 
larly long and thin, and to conceal this lack of 
proportion, he wore very large haut-de-chaus- 
ses of deep murrey- colored velvet, slashed so 
as to show white satin puffs bordered with gold 
embroidery ; his legs, below the puffs, were 
cased in white silk hose, which showed in puffs 
through the broad toes of his murrey-colored 
shoes ; his doublet was of the same color as 
the haut-de-chausses, but so richly be jeweled 
and covered with gold embroidery, that not 
much of the velvet was visible ; the sleeves 
were puffed and pinked with white satin, also 
gold embroidered. A narrow lace edging fin- 
ished the collar of his doublet ; above this rose 
an expressive face, just now somewhat flushed. 
His dark eyes were long and bright ; it was 
perhaps their shape that gave them the astute 
look of intelligence, so much more frequent in 
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a Frenchman than in an Englishman of that 
period ; he wore his brown hair very short, 
his beard was short and pointed ; his most re- 
markable feature, however, was a long thin 
nose, so aquiline in form, that its point seemed 
to overhang his curved upper lip ; this and the 
lips themselves, in spite of the intelligence of 
the forehead and eyes, gave a sensual cast to 
the face. 

A few minutes passed while he seemed to 
reflect on his companion's words ; then he 
turned to the lady who sat near him on a 
cushioned couch. Her soft gray eyes were 
earnestly fixed on his face as he looked at her. 

** Foy de gentilhomme, ma belle, have it as 
you will, anent this wandering fair one. I 
know not how to call her ; she is neither wife 
nor widow, yet a wedded damsel is hardly to 
be termed a maid. Marry her as you will ; 
she is my ward, and I can dispense with the 
period of mournmg which widowhood exacts ; 
though methinks a husband but once seen is 
hardly to be wept over. Stay, sweetheart, I 
will grant yet another boon to your proteges. 
To the Vicomte d'Orbec I give three months 
leave of absence so that he may love and 
cherish his bride, and see to the revenues of 
her estates. But mark you, ma mie, he must 
keep troth ; when the time has expired he will 
have to join me in Italy with a following of at 
least thirty lances, and a good company of 
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foot soldiers. That is if I have not already 
returned triumphant." 

Madame de Chateaubriand rose, and bend- 
ing one knee to the ground, she kissed the 
King's jeweled fingers. 

" A thousand thanks, my liege, . for such 
goodness to these lovers ; you will surely 
triumph, my King, my hero, you must." 

Francis raised her very tenderly, and held 
her an instant, while he gazed at her fair, sweet 
face. 

" Foy de gentilhomme, ma mie, this cousin 
must indeed be fair, if she resembles you. 
You will say to the Vicomte that he must not 
be selfish, we will teach him that jewels are 
not bestowed to be shut up in a casket ; they 
are meant to shed their luster around, and 
gladden the eyes that behold them. Sweet 
friend, you will tell this gentleman that his 
young Countess Jeanne must be placed in your 
keeping at Amboise." 

Once more the beautiful woman thanked her 
royal lover with the languid grace that was one 
of her greatest charms in the eyes of the 
amorous King. 

When Francis quitted the chamber, Madame 
de Chateaubriand touched a small bell on the 
table beside her couch. 

** Tell the Vicomte d'Orbec I will see him," 
she said to the attendant who appeared. 

The man returned, ushering in RoUand de 
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la Touche. He looked pale, for he had only 
lately recovered from the effects of his wound. 
Laval's dagger, instead of piercing the flank, 
had fortunately buried itself in the muscles 
near the hipbone, so that recovery had been 
rapid. RpUand bowed low ; but Madame de 
Chateaubriand held out her hand. 

He bent over the white fingers, and kissed 
them with a reverence that surprised himself. 
The strong likeness to Jeanne in those limpid 
gray eyes, and exquisite complexion, framed 
by rich auburn hair, made him forget, for 
the moment, the prejudice he had cherished 
against his love's frail cousin, Francoise de 
Foix. 

" I rejoice, monsieur, to see," her voice 
sounded caressing in its soft persuasive tones, 
" that you have recovered from the wound you 
received at St. Bonnet. I owe you gratitude. 
You look surprised, monsieur ; my young 
cousin has related to me, how, at the risk of 
your life, you saved her from the snares of a 
villain." 

** Not that, madame, I did but the duty of a 
brother to a sister, for in her father's castle of 
Longuedec, Jeanne d'Acigne" and I grew up 
like sister and brother." 

Madame de Chateaubriand gave him an arch 
smile. . 

" I know, I know, the sweet child told me 

all her story, and her blushes told me that she 
91 
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had changed brother into lover ; eh, Monsieur 
le Vicomte ? *' 

He thought she was lovelier and more like 
Jeanne than ever as a sparkle of mischief 
showed in her sweet gray eyes. 

"Pardon me, madame, but I did not know 
you had seen her ? " 

** Years ago, in my Breton home," he heard 
a slight catch in the soft voice, ** my cousin 
Jeanne's mother was like an elder sister to 
me;" she paused an instant, ** I must now 
requite my cousin's kindness. While Jeanne 
and her trusty Gillonne were nursing you at 
St. Bonnet, the dear child wrote and asked my 
counsel about her future movements, for she 
knew that she was a Ward of the King. I had 
been summoned to Lyons, and I bade Jeanne 
meet me on my way thither ; in the short 
hour she spent with me, for she was impatient 
to return to you, I saw that she was truly her 
mother's daughter. Now listen, my lord ; the 
King gives you leave to wed Jeanne de Laval, 
who has with his majesty's permission, returned 
to her old home at Longuedec ; he also gives 
you leave to quit the army for three months, 
so that you may set your estates in order, and 
levy at least thirty lances to accompany you 
to Italy." 

** Madame, how can I thank you and his 
Majesty." 

"Stay, monsieur," the favorite continued, 
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" I claim my share in Jeanne ; when you quit 
your sweet wife for the army, she must come 
to me at Amboise. You agree to this ? *' 

She put up her lips in pretty pouting en- 
treaty : but RoUand's eyes remained fixed on 
the ground. 

There was silence, save for the buzzing of a 
fly against the lattice. 

At first a little vexed flush rose on Madame 
de Chateaubriand's face, the vexation of a 
spoiled beauty whose will is law to those 
around her. But as the silence lasted, she 
grew pale, and then again a deep rosy color 
overspread face and throat, showing vividly 
against the white fur bordering of her bodice. 

** Madame," he said at fast, in a firm yet 
respectful tone, **you must pardon me if I 
ask whether you consider Amboise a good 
home for a fair young wife, in her husband's 
absence ? " 

He looked up, her face was hidden between 
her hands, and he saw bright tears falling be- 
tween her slender fingers. 

She said, presently, in a low, trembling voice: 

" You are in the right, monsieur, keep your 
Jeanne away from the dangers of the court." 
She held out her hand, "Adieu, monsieur, 
greet your love for me, and bid her make you 
happy, happy as you deserve to be." 

RoUand bowed over the beautiful hand, and 
kissed it. 
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EPILOGUE. 

Summer is bright in the old garden enclosed 
within the gray walls of Longuedec. 

Jeanne d'Orbec sits on the grass at the foot 
of the sundial, playirtg with a lavender sprig ; 
but her eyes are fastened on a rosy, blue-eyed 
child. Bright tendrils of golden hair are 
blown out by the wind from the edge of the 
close linen cap he wears. As he stretches out 
a pair of chubby fists towards his mother, Gil- 
lonne bends over the little fellow, and holds 
him under each arm, lest he should fall in his 
haste to reach Jeanne. While she smiles and 
beckons her boy, she looks scarcely a day older 
than she did at Bonnet le Froid ; her expres- 
sion is perhaps younger, but her masses of 
auburn hair are tucked out of sight beneath 
her coif, and just now she is content to sit still, 
while her eyes are bent on the child as he tries 
to walk to her. She shakes her head at the 
grave Breton woman. 

" My Chariot is a laggard, fie on you, Gil- 
lonne ; I have heard my sainted mother say I 
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could walk at ten months, and the little one is 
a year old to-day." 

Gillonne is aggrieved, her long upper lip 
lengthens. In her eyes no child was ever so 
wonderful as this precious heir of Longuedec 
and d'Orbec ; she snatches up little Chariot, 
and carries him away. 

At this Jeanne's smile broadens ; she rises, 
and runs laughing across the garden. 

** RoUand, RoUand," she cries, " where are 
you ? Gillonne has robbed me of Chariot, 
and I cannot live without one or other of my 
torments." 

Her husband turned quickly to her from a 
loophole ih the wall, through which he had 
been gazing over the country. He took both 
his wife's hands in his, and smiled fondly into 
her bright face. 

** You will have one of your torments longer 
than you reckoned for, my child ; Enguerrand 
has brought tidings that our noble King will 
after all be carried to Madrid ; it may be he 
is already on his way thither, and meantime, 
his nobles are powerless to help him." 

He sighed heavily, and the saucy look faded 
out of Jeanne's eyes ; they were sadly wistful 
as she drew one slender hand from her hus- 
band's clasp, and slipped it within his arm. 

"Tell me, beloved," she said . gravely, " do 
you then fear that the Emperor will hold our 
glorious King in a long captivity ? Will not 
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the whole realm cry out against such injustice. 
Will not his people rise up to rescue their 
sovereign ? Is it not so, my beloved ? " 

She spoke very earnestly ; the downcast 
expression on her husband's face dismayed 
her. 

** I fear me our King is even now in Spain, 
and meantime, dear one, there is no head in 
France, no real government ; anarchy and 
violence are destroying our country ; pesti- 
lence has come and famine threatens ; should 
the Emperor listen to terms for a ransom, I 
know not how money can be levied ; the 
Italian campaigns have exhausted the treasury. 
You will say there is the Regent." He lowered 
his voice and moved farther away from the 
loophole. " True, that she dearly loves her 
son, but she is feared rather than she is loved. 
Her servants do not trust her, and they hate 
her adviser, the Chancellor Duprat. My fear 
is that the wily Emperor, now that he is 
doubly sure of his prisoner, will not consent 
to reasonable terms for setting him at large." 

Jeanne squeezed her husband's arm. 

** You are in a gloomy mood, beloved ; our 
people as well as our nobles seem to know 
where money can be found for their sovereign's 
service, nay, even for lesser men. I mind me 
how our loyal Bretons gave their last coins to 
Dame Tiphaine so that she might ransom her 
brave Bertrand from the English Prince who 
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had taken him captive, I used to sing the 
ballad when I was a child. Now, when their 
King is a prisoner, will they not give their all 
to free him ? " 

RoUand shook his head. 

** Aye, dear one, but the Black Prince, from 
all one hears, was a brave and chivalrous 
knight ; he honored the valor of Duguesclin. 
The Emperor Charles is not noble or gener- 
ous ; I fear me that he will demand a part 
of the kingdom before he will yield up his 
prisoner." 

"The Emperor is accursed," Jeanne ex- 
claimed ; "by his spells he bewitched and led 
astray my noble kinsman ; no earthly power 
would have seduced so true a prince from his 
allegiance to the King. Ah ! if the great Con- 
stable were now at the head of affairs, our 
noble King would be a free man.*' 

RoUand went on in the same sad tone : 

"You speak as you wish, my child; the 
Regent and my Lord of Bourbon could not 
act in concert, were he ever so loyal a subject ; 
the breach between those two is deadly, it 
can never be healed." 

They paced up and down the garden in 
silence ; suddenly Jeanne stopped, and put 
her arms round her husband. 

" Eh then, has the sweet one a secret ? " 
He fondly kissed her. 

She was rosy with shame as she whispered:— 
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" It is naught, save that I feel disloyal. Look 
you, beloved, in truth I am not heroic. You 
know," this in an aggrieved tone, "you know 
full well I meant to be a heroine — but miseri- 
corde ! I should be weeping for our glorious 
King's captivity, so far from his beloved 
France. Beshrew me, when I try to grieve, 
I find in my heart a secret joy that my own 
hero, my king" — she paused to kiss him — ** must 
perforce remain some months with me instead 
of setting forth to the wars, tired of the com- 
pany of his wife and his child. Am I not 
disloyal and selfish ? " 

Holland pressed her fondly to him. He put 
one hand under her chin and looked long and 
lovingly into the sweet, upraised face. 

" Nay, you are true as steel ; you are what 
you have been always, my good angel; my 
beloved wife ; the one woman in the world 
for me." 

THE END. 
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